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Blow, blow, thou winter's wind 
Blow on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rains 
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Roſamond, 


ADIES, I write to you that are. 1.5 
Faſhion'd in beauty's mould, — 
With roſy cheeks and ſilken hair. 
Which ſhines like threads of gold. 
Ye happy maids, yoar tears befltow * © | 
Of pity, on the fate "3 | 
I Of Roſamond, who long ago 1 i 
4 Was molt unfartunate, 1 * 
| | „ 
pon che Engliſh throne; 
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How he this fair flower gaT,; 
To you l wow'd mak Known: 
With all the ciccumſtaficgs Too 
W hich did her life attend ; 
How firſt ſhe into favour grew, P 
What was at laſt * end. 


As three young knighbe of 2liſbury 
Were riding on the Way, 
One boaſted of a fair lady, 


Within her bower ſo gay. 
I have a ſiſter, Clifford ſaid, 
And few men do her know ; 
Her face appears with white and red, 
like crimſon mix'd with ſuow. 


Her waving locks of curled hair 
Ontſnine the golden ore; 
And her ſkin doth exceed by far 
The whiteſt lilly flower, 

Her round, plump breaſts compar'd may be 
To balls of driven ſnow ; 
I weuld not, for the world, Henry 
Should her perfections know. 


King Henry in a bower, near 
W here, they purſu'd their way, 
Clifford's diſcourſe did overhear, 
And to himſelf did ſay; 
Though I her brother ſhould offend; 
For this fair white and red 
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I am determined to ſend, 
To take part of my bed. 


Henry of ſpirit proud, and high, 
To rule his paſſion car'd not; 
Whatever troubles there were nigh, 
Io pleaſe himſeif he ſpar'd not. 

He to one of his courtiers ſaid, | 
To court young Clittord bring ; 

In haſte th' obedient courtier rode, 
Clifford ſoon was with the king, 

To Roſamond, the king did ſay 
A letter which I've writ, 

Clifford to her you mult convey, 
No meſſengerꝰs ſo fit. 

Away he went, mounted his horſe ; 
And in an evil hour, 

With heavy heart, he bent-his courſe 
Unto his ſiſter's bower. 


Down he alighted at the gate, 
And rapt hard, without fear; 

For there he meant not long to wait, 
The young lady came near. 

Who's that, with horrible uproar 
That thunders at my ring ? 

I am your brother; open the door; 
Fve letters from the king. 


Then with her fingers long, and ſmall 
She broke the ſeal of gold; | 
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| ( 4) 
And when ſhe did to reading fall, 
At firſt you might behold. 
Upon her face, ſmiles of delight, 
As if the were contented ; 
But, e'er the had concluded quite, 
She bitterly lamented, 


Why did you boaſt, beyond your bounds, 
In fight of Oxford town ? 
You might have talk'd of hawks, and hounds,. 
And let poor me alone. 
Heart-rending grief, when I'm defil'd, 
My father will deſtroy : 
To fee the wedding of his child 
He ne'er will have the joy, 


Gofetch me down my planet book, 
Strait, from my private room; 

To know in ĩt F mean to look, 
What is decreed by doom. 

be planet: book to her they brought, 

And laid it on her knee; 

She faund her glory fallen to nought, 
For poiſoned ſhe would be, 


Brother, I hate you, then ſhe ery'd, 
- "You've caus'd my deſtiny : 
I might have been ſome noble's bride, 
But you have ruin d me. 
What if this book ſhould lie therefore 
The king Iwill obey. 
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What fortuge ath for me in ſtore 
To thun there is no way. 


With that ſhe call d her waiting · Maid, 
To fetch her riding weed; 

And to her ſtable - groom ſhe ſaid; 
Saddle my milk- white ſteed. 

Some rode before her to report 
Her coming to the king ; 

When ſhe drew near unto the court, 
The bells did merrily ring. 


A garland o'er her head they bore, 
To mag:.ity her charms z 
Soon as ſhe came, the king before, 
He took her in his arms, 
With modeſt eyes, ſhe did beſeech 
The king upon her knee, 
And timorous words; I pray, my liege, 
What is your will with me? 


The king reply'd, I call'd my roſe 
To partake-of my bed : 

When thus he did his heart diſcloſe, 

She bluſh'd a burning red. 

1 will thee ſet, bluſh not my dear, 
In a magnificent ſtate; 

By me protected, You peed fear 

No turn unfortunate, 


By gi'ts of finery, jewels, gold 
Won, to his will ſhe yielded; 
4 3 


66) 
Thinking ſhe ſtill from ills foretold 
Should by his power be ſhielded. 
Not many days, aſter this ſcene 
Of glory roſe to ſhine, 
The news was carried to the queen 
Of a new concubine. 


Tortur'd with jealouſy, Elen ſpent 
Many a fleepleſs night, 

Deviſing a fit puniſhment 
For th” object of her ſpite. 

She went unto the mazy bower, 

| Where Roſamonda lay: 

Long was ſhe mortified, and four 
Loſt in the puzzling way. 


At laſt ſhe got a clew of thread 
By knight, or chance reveal'd, 
Which to the room, unerring, led, 
Where Roſamond was conceal'd. 
With crnel looks, and bitter ſpeech 
The queen did ſet upon her; 
To dare uſurp my bed, thou wretch, 
And violate thy honour ! 


I have thee now within my power, 
| There's nothing can thee fave; 
Here drink this cup; this very hour 
Doth ſend thee to thy grave, 
I do beſcech, moſt gracious queen, 
That you would pity me; 


bh 
L with my youth had had never been 
Enfaar'd by royalty, 


I was betray'd; I by degrees 
A ſad conſent did give. 

I beg your pardon on my knees, 
Oh ſuffer me to live! 

No mercy's for you, the did cry, 
Your death is in this cup; 

Nought but your blood can ſatisfy, - 
Inſtantly drink it up, 


With ghaſtly face, and trembling hand 
The cup fair Roſamond took, 

And drunk it: ſoon ſhe ceaſt to ſtand; 
Her liſe her limbs forſook. 

As ſoon as Henry was inform'd, 
What Eleanor had done, 

His breaſt he (more, in wrath he ſtorm' 4 
As if he would have run 


Out of his ſenſes; and he ſwore, 
For this inhuman deed, 

That he would never bed her more, 
His very heart did bleed, 

He was not in conſidering long: 
Her wickedneſs he rewarded 

By t{hutting her in a priſon ſtrong 

Wich boits, and watch well guarded» 


There ſhe lay x and twenty years, 
Her long captivity 


(8) 
Deploring in continual tears, 
Till death ſhould fer her free, 
Now when king Henry in peace, 
By death, to Heaven was ſent, 
The ſon his mother did releaſe 
From her impriſonment. 


Sbe, in return, did ſet at large 
Many, who long kad lain 

For debt in goals; ſhe did diſcharge 
Thouſands in Richard's reign. 


tt inn hn --- -K --- K- -K 
The Country Wedding. 


OME haſte to this wedding, ye friends and 
ye neighbours, 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay; 
Forget all your ſorrows, your cares and your la- 
bours, 
And let every heart beat with rapture to-day. 
Come, come, one and all, | 
Attend to my call, 
| Auch revel in pleaſures, that never can cloy ; 
—_— Come ſee 
Rural felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 
Chorus, Come ſee, &c. 


Let envy and pride, let hate and ambition, ; 


Still crowd to, and be at the brealtsof the great; 
A 4 - 
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Ta ſuch wretched paſſions we give no admiſſion, 
But leave them alone to the wiie-ones of date: 
We boaſt of no wealth 
But contentment and health, 
In mirth and in friendſhip our moments employ: 
Come ſce 
Reral felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 
Chorus. Come fee, &c. 


With reaſon we taſte of each heart · ſtirring pleaſure, 
With reaſon we drink of the full- flowing bowl; 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meaſure, 
For fatal exceſs but enſlaves the free foul. 
Come, come at our bidding, 
To this happy wedding, 
No care ſhall intrude here our bliſs to annoy, - 
Come ſee 
Rural felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 
Chorus, Come ice, '&c, 
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Patty of the Hill, 


1. 
Of ! Venus, queen of ſoft delights, 
: Accept a ſuppliant's pray'r, 
Who wilhes to attend the rites, 
An which thy vot'ries ſhare; 


- 
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Inſpire his tongue with gentleſt airs, 
Yet void of art or ikill, 

While he his unfeign'd love declares 
For Patty ot the hill, 


II. 
What ſtrains, Oh ! goddeſs, muſt he find, 
To melt her frozen heart, 
Since words can ne'er expreſs his mind, 
Nor e er his pain impart : | 
Unleſs thy fon ſhall aid his lays, 
And love in her inſtill; 
In vain will prove his artleſs praiſe 
Of Patty of the hill. 


III. 
Her cheek with roſe and lillies vies, 
Her breath with ſweet woodbine; 
Inferior far unto her eyes 
The ſparkling di'monds ſhine : 
Her voice excels the Linnet's notes, 
Exceeds the Thru ſhes thrill; 
In vain they ſtrive to raiſe their throats 
Like Patty's of the hill. 


Iv. 
How ſhall I paint her tender mind, 
The charm I moſt admire ; 
In her is ev'ry virtue join'd, 
That paſſion can inſpire : 
Her ſoul the graces all refine, 


She ſtoops to reaſon's will; 


£083 
I'd Venus, —all the world reſign, 
For Patty of the hill, 
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The Happy Lovers. 


ho | 
HE morn was fair, and Phœbus peept 
Over the blue mountains head, | 
While in his cavern Boreas ſlept, 
And Morpheus fled the mead. 
The cowſlips op'd their velvet leaves, 
And incens'd ev'ry vale, 
Whilſt Capid wanton'd on the trees, 
6 Rock'd by ſome gentle gale. 


II. 
Young Colin came by four o'clock, 
To meet his lovely fair, 
Neglecting all his tender flock, 
* That once were all his care: 
: With plaintive notes he lulPd the grove, 
Till Eddy trod the plain, 
But ſoon as he beheld his love, 
He chang'd his mournful ſtrain. 


4 III. 
0 Like Flora's handmaid deck'd in green, 
The ſmiling fair appear'd, 
Her count:nance was all ſ:rene, 
At once belov'd and fear'd: 


( 12 ) 

With love and joy fix'd on each face, : 
They rambled blyth and gay, 

And with a mutual fond embrace, 
They fix'd their wedding dav. 


7 Iv. 

The ſmiling maids and jolly ſwains, 
Don'd in their beſt array, 

Came trudying o'er.the verdant plains, 
And made a holy-day ; 

In ruſtick dance and merry ſong, 
None car'd to be undone, 

The ſwaics they wreſtled all day long, 
And gambol'd down the ſun, 
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Love and Reſolution. 


— 
A New Cax TATA. 


RECITATIVE, 
H E month was May, the birds began to ling, 


The valleys laugh, and Flora's beauties ſpring, 
Up roſe the ſun, like happy bridegroom gay; 
All nature ſmil'd to greet the newborn day; 
When Damon drove his fleecy care along, 

Peace warm'd his heart, content infpir'd his ſong. 
* 
Ai. — 
Whence the cares of buſy life, . - 
Gloomy thought, and inward ſtrife? 8 


* 
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zome at wild ambition aim, *. 4.1 0h 
Others pant for wealth and fame; 
» Or for beauty rave and figh; 


Let em do ſo— What care I ? 


REcirt, 
Cupid, whoſe pow'r's triumphant o'er the mind, 
Who ne'er was deaf, tho” poets paint him blind, 
Attentive heard the ſtoic thepherd's (train, 
Reſolv'd to prove phitoſophy was vain : 
Juſt had he ſpoke when Delia ſtruck his ſight, 
Delia like Pallas wiſe, ke Venus bright; 
He gaz d, he paus'd, aſtoniſh'd at her charms, 
And thus conteis'd the force of love's alarms. 


Aim. 
Shall the heart that has vow'd to be free 
Be entangled by beauty at laſt ? 
Ah ! we never the future can ſee, 
We know only the preſent and paſt ! 
Ye gay ſhepherds deride not my flame, 
For Ii] conquer its pow'r if I can; 
Quick, as ſudden as light ning, it came, 
And, alas! I'm no mcre than a man! 


ER cir. 
His ſtrain was pious, penſive, ſolemn, flow, 
He ſooth'd nimſelf, aud figh'd——it mult be ſo. 


. Alx. 
Then he pluck'd up his courage, and ſpake to his 


heart, 
To keep it diveſted of ſorrow; 


( 14 ) 
Ne'er doubt, ſimple thing, but we'll manage our part; 
If we can, we'll be married to-morrow 


*Þ +>» +>» +Þ > ⁰ i? >>> 23 oo >> dim 
An Hunting Song. 


RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED, 
Right dawns the day, with roſy face, 
1 bat calls the hunters to the chace. 


Alx. 
With muſical horn, 
Salate the gay morn, 

Theſe jolly companions to cheer ; 
With enlivening ſounds, 
Encourage your hounds, 

To rival the ipeed of the deer. 


Would you find out his lair, 
To the woodlands repair, 
Hark, hark ! he's unharbour'd,” they cry; 
Then fleet o'er the plain, 
We gallop amain, 
All, all is a tranſport of joy. 


All heaths, hills, and woods, 
Thro? foreſts aud floods, 
The ſtag flies as ſwift as the wind; 
The welkin reſoun. s 
With the cry of the hounds, 
That chant in a concert behind. 


(349-3 
Adien to old care, 
Pale grief and deſpair, 
We ride in oblivion of fear ; 
Vexazion and pain 
We leave to t e train, 
Sad wretches that lay ia the rear, 


Lo! the ſtag ſtands at bay, 

The pack's at a (tay, 
Then eagerly ſeize on the prize: 

The welkin reſounds 

To the chorus of hounds, | 
Shrill horns, wind his kneli—and he dies, 


* . he nh {enhance <he ho e pn 
S O N G. 


HILST I fondly view the charmer, 
{ hus the God of love I ſue, 

Gentle Cupid, pray difarm her, 

Cupi-, if you love me, do; 
Of a thouland ſweets bereave her, 

Rob her neck, her lips her eyes, 
The remainder ſtill will leave her 

Power enough to tyrannize, 


Shape and feature, flame and paſſion 
Still in every breaſt will move, 
More is ſupererogation, 
Meer idolatry of love: 


(16 ) 
You may dreſs a world of Chloes 
In the beauties the can ſpare ; 
Hear him, Cupid, who no foe is 
To your altars, or the fair. 


Fooliſh mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made reply, 
Do Florella's charms diſpleaſe you, 
Die then, fooliſh mortal, die: 
Fancy not that Ill deprive her 
Of the captivating ſtore ; 
Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 
Twenty thouſand beauties more. 


Were Florella proud and ſour, 
Apt to mock a lover's care ; 

Juſtly then you'd pray that power 
Shou'd be taken from the fair: 

But tho? I ſpread ablemiſh o'er her, 
No reliet in that you'll find; 

Still, fond ſhepherd, you'll adore her- 
For the beauties of her mind, 
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S O N G. 


AD I the world at my command, 
And own'd the wealth of fea and land, 
To Flora I'd preſent it all, 
And at her feet lay down the ball, 


Or was my life by ſcraps ſuſlain'd, 
From door to door by begging gain'd, 
Would ſhe be mine, I'd bleſs my fate, 
Nor wiſh a more exalted ſtate, 


Poſſeſſing her, or rich, or poor, 
What is there to deſire more? 


There's nothing precious but her charms, 
And pleaſure dwells but in her arms, 


Oh grant, ye pow'rs! the fair I love, 
May to my vows propitious prove; 
And from your altars ſhall ariſe, 

The ſmoak of daily ſacrifice. 


Among the bleſſings you beſtow 
On craving mortals here below, 
Make but the lovely maiden miae, 
VII all the reſt with joy reſign. 
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S O N G. 
ATL Burgundy, thou juice divine, 
Inſpirer of my ſong ; 


Vor. II. B 


( 18 ) 
The praiſes given to other wine 
To thee alone belong, 
Of manly wit and female charms 
Thou can't the pow'r improve: 
Care of its ſting thy balm diſarms, 
Thou nobleſt gift of Jove. 


Bright Phœbus on the parent vines, 
From whence thy current ſtreams, 
Smiling amid(t thy tendrils ſhines, 
And laviſh darts his beams, 
The pregnant grapes receive his fire, 
And all his pow'r retain; 
With the ſame warath our brains inſpire, 
And lead the fprightly ſtrain. 


From thee, fair Chloe's potent eye 
___ New: ſparkling beams receives; 
Her cheeks imbibe a roſier dye, 
New fires her boſom heaves. 
Summon'd to love, by thy alarms, 
Oh ! with what nervous heat, 
Worthy the maid we fill her arms; 


How oft that love repeat 
The ſtoic prone to thought intenſe, 
Thy ſoftneſs can unbend ; 


A cheerful gaiety diſpenſe, 
And make him taſte a friend, 

His brow grows clear, he feels content, 
Forgets his penſive ſtrife, 

And well concludes our ſpan well ſpent 
In honeſt, ſocial life, 


( 19 ) 
Ev'n fops——thoſe double · gender things, 
Wrapt up in ſelves and dreſs, 
Quite loſt to the delight that ſprings + 
| From fenſe——thy pow'r cbnfeſs. 
| Each fooliſh, puling, maudlin face, 
That dares but deeply drink, 
Forgets his cue, and ſtiff grimace, 
Grows free, and feems to think. 


ED ND Co as oo. - „o 


S O N G. 


AlL Janus ! who ſhut'ſt out the ſliding year, 
And uſher'ſt in the new, a glorious ſcene! 
Ye chiefs of harmony the lyre prepare, 
And notes attua'd to mighty lines begin. 


Illuſtrious George! Great Britain's genial ſoul, 
Bids ſhut thy brazen gates, while heav'nly peace 
Leads on the golden hours that gaily roll 
Like billows o'er his tributary ſeas, 


Under thy ſmile the Gallic lillies bloom; 
Proud Spain retires from thy avenging rod ; 
Thy thunder ſhakes the turrets of old Nome; 
Tyrants ſubmit to thy ſuperior nod. | 


Th' imperial bird bends either neck to thee ; 

4 The Belgie lion cowers; Sardinia's king 

Receives another crown, thy gift; we ſee 
Both oceans to thy feet their trophies bring. 


( 20 ) 
Thy labour like the ſun's eternal car, 
Unweary'd, and beneficent to all; 
Thy gen'rons rays diſpel the clouds of war, 
And ſciences, and arts of peace recall, 


Sing out his mighty fame, ye tuneful choir, 
In choſen numbers and juſt melody; 

Immortal deeds immortal ſongs require, 
Soft as his ſmiles, great as his majeſty. 


SON G. 


ATL to the myrtle ſhade, 
All hail to the nymphs of the field: 

Kings will not here invade, 

Though virtue all freedom yield, 
Beauty here opens her arms, 

To ſoften the languiſhing mind ; 
And Phillis unlocks her charms : 

Ah Phillis! ah! why ſo kind? 


Phillis, the ſoul of love, 

The joy of neighb'ring ſwains : 
Phillis that crowns the grove, 

And Phillis that gilds the plains : 
Phillis that ne'er had the ſkill 

To paint, or to patch, or be fine; 
Yer Phillis, whoſe eye can kill, 

Whom nature has made divine, 


Phillis, whoſe charming tongue 
Makes labour and pain a delight; 


1 
Phillis that makes the day young, 
And ſhortens the live · long night: 
Fhillis, whoſe lips, like May, 
Still laugh at the ſweets they briag, 
Where love never knew decay, 
But ſets with eternal ſpring. 


„ „.-. „ee. 
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. ANG this whining way of wooiag, 
Loving was deſign'd a ſport : 
Sighing, talking, without doing, 
Makes a filly, idle court. 


Don't believe that words can move her, 
If ſhe be not well inclin'd ; 

She herſelf muſt be the lover, 
To perſuade her to be kind, 


If, at laſt, ſhe grants the favour, 
And conſents to be. undone : 
Never think your paſſion gave her 

To your witkes, but her owa. 
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H“ hours all hours excelling, 
When retir'd from crouds and noiſe; 


Happy is that filent dweliing, 
Fill 'd with ſclf-poſſefling jos; 
B 3 


1 


Happy's that contented creature, 


Who with feweſt things is pleas'd, 
And conſults the voice of natute, X 
When of roving fancy eas'd. 
Every paſſion wiſely moving, | 
Juſt as reaſon turns the ſcale, | a 


Ev'ry ſtate of life irproving, | 
That no anxious thought prevail; | 
Happy man who thus poſi: fles 
Life with ſome companion dear, | 


Joy imparted ſtill encreaſes, | 
Griefs when told foon diſappear. 
S O N G. 


Appy inſet! what can be 
In happineſs compar'd to thee ? 
Fed with nouriſhment divine, 


The dewy morning's gentle wine ! 


Nature waits upon thee ſtill, 
And thy verdant cup does fill ; 
*Tis fill'd wherever thou doſt tread: 
For nature's ſelf's thy Ganymede ! 


Thou doſt drink, and dance, and ſing; 
Happier than the happieſt king! 
All the fields which thou doſt ſee, 
All the plants belong to thee. 


( 23 ) 
All the ſummer hours produce, 
Fertile made with early juice; 
Man for thee does ſow and plough, 


Farmer he, and landlord thoa, 


Thou innocently doſt enjoy, 
Nor does thy luxury deſtroy ; 
With joy the ſhepherd heareth thee 
Far more harmonious fing than he! 


Thee country hinds with gladneſs hear, 
The prophet of the ripen'd year! 
Thee Phœbus loves, and does inſpire; 
Bright Phœbus is himſelf thy fire ! 


To thee, of all things upon earth, 
Life is no longer than thy mirth. 
Happy inſe& ! thrice happy thou! 
Doſt neither age nor winter know! 


But when thou'ſt drunk, and danc'd, and ſung 
Thy il, thy flow'ry years #mong, 
Sated with thy ſamimer feaſt, 
Thou retir'ſt to endleſs reſt. 


„„ l- „ee „„.. 
8 ON. 


Appy is a country life, 
Bleſt with content, good health and eaſe; 
Free from, faction, noiſe, and ſtriſe, | . 
We only plot ourſelves to pleale; 


B 4 
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( 24 ) 


Peace of mind our days delight, 
And love our welcome dreams at night. 


Hail green fields, and ſhady woods 


Hail ſprings and ſtreams, that ſtill run pure 
Nature's uncorrupted goods, 


Where virtue only dwells ſecure; 
Free irom vice, and free from care, 
Age has no pain, nor youth a ſaare, 


Or Or mo Or mn thou dtd pe tp pe pe pe po be peep ep oO” 


S O N G. 


Appy the man whoſe wiſh and care, 
A few paternal acres bound ; 
Content to breathe his native air 


In his own ground. 


Whoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire ; 
Thoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 
In winter fire. 


Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
Hours, days and years, ſlide ſoft away; 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
Quiet by day. 


Sound ſleep by night, ſtudy and eaſe 
Together mix, ſweet recreation 

And innocence, which moſt does pleaſe, 

With meditation, 


St 


( 25 ) 
Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown; 
Thus unlamented let me die: 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 
Tell where 1 lie, 


„„ oÞ > >Þ 8 2Þ5> +Þ 3m SÞis „. „„ „- 
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Heyy the time when free from love, 
I rang'd the woods and ev'ry grove; 
= I minded not the great one's fall, 
Nor whom ambition did enthrall, 
I minded not, &c, 


My only care was how to keep 
From cruel wolves my harmleſs ſheep : 
But though from wolves my ſheep I kept, 
None could my heart from love protect. 
But though, &c. 


There is not one upon theſe plains, 
That loves like me, of all the ſwains; 
But I have learnt now, to my coſt, 
That who loves beſt muſt ſuffer moſt, 
But I have, &c, 


( 26 ) 


S O N G. 


Hillis, I pray 
Why did you fay, 
That I Cid not adore you? 
I durſt not ſue 
As others do, 
Nor talk of love before you. 


Shou'd I make known 
My flame, you'd frown ; 

No tears cou'd e'er appeaſe you: 
*Tis better I 
Shou'd filent die, 

Than, talking, to diſpleaſe you. 


Fr 
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Hillis, we £11 grieve that nature, 
For ning you, has done her part 
And, in ev'ry fingle feature, | 
Shew'd the utmoſt of her art: 


But 1n this, it is pre tended, 
That a mighty gr ievance lies; 

'T hat your heart ſhould be defended, 
Whilſt you wound us with your eyes. 


Love's a ſenſ:leſs inclination, 
Where no mercy's to be found ; 

But is juſt, where kind compaſſion 
Gives us baim to heal the wound. 
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Perſians paying ſolemn duty, 

To the riſing fun inelin'd, 
Never would adore his beauty, 
But in hapes to make him kind. 
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Hillis! why ſhonld we delay 
Picaſures ſhorter than the day? 

Could we (which we never can !) 
Stretch our lives beyond their ſpan; 
Beauty like a ſhadow flies, 
And our youth before us dies. 
Or would youth and beauty ſtay, 
Love bath wings, and will away : 
Love hath ſwifter wings than time; 
Change in love to heav'n does climb: 
Gods, that never change their tate, 
Vary oft their love and hate. 


Phillis ! to this trath we owe 
All the love betwixt us two: 
Let not you and I enquire, 
What has been oor pait defire : 
On what ſhepherds you have ſmil'd, 
Or whatnymphs I have beguil'd: 
Leave it to the planets too, 
What we ſhall hereafter do: 
For the joys we now may prove, 
Take advice of preſent love. 


( 28 ) 
8 O N G. 


Hillis, your falſhood I ſee, and deſpiſe, 

Nor more willi bow like a ſlave to thoſe eyes: 
You may ſmile on, and deceive other hearts, 
Now mine bids defiance to love and his darts. 


Hence my devotion I'll pay to God Mars, 
He will revard all my toils in the wars; 
He ſhall command me, and fame I'll purſue, 
Then farewel, proud minx, and forever adieu. 


When I return, full of riches and fame, 
III find ſome girl, that is worthy my name; 
Her will I court, and ſhe ſhall be my queen, 
While thou, like a fool, dy'ſt with envy and ſpleen. 


Bo Soo oSossr ooo Do ooo 
S O N . 


Hillis has charms for each youthful lover, 
Wit and good nature with beauty combine; 
Sprightly and gay, 
Smiling as May; 
Soft as the lillies 
Is beautiful Phillis; 
With raviſh'd ear, 
Her ſongs we hear; 
Phillis can every way make herſelf dear. 


Shepherd, ſince Phillis your fancy engages, 
All thy fond paſſion in numbers relate; 


( 29 ) 
Numbers prevail, 
Where all arts fail ; 
Tell her your ſtory, 
And make it your glory, 
To cheriſh fires, 
Which ſhe inſpires ; 
Make her the object of all your deſires. 
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[ons Selinda goes to pray rs, 
If 1 but aſk the favour; 
And yet the tender fool's in tears, 
When {he believes I'll leave her, 


Wou'd I were free from this reſtraint, 
Or-elſe had hopes to win her ; 

Wou'd ſhe cou'd make of me a faint, 
Or I of her a ſinner, 


3 


[ty my fate, ye tender youths, 
Whoſe breaſts have felt the dart, 

Since when you hear my moving tale, 

In grief you'll bear a part : 
For three long years I cloſe addreſs'd 

A maid as fair as light; 
Who wou'd have thought her heavenly charms 

Bore ruia ia the fight ? 


( 30 ) 

How oft have I, in chilling froſt, 
Lain proſtrate at her door; 

O! had my heart been cold as ber, 
I ſhou'd not now deplore : 

Yet once her heart was warm as mine, 
And uninciin'd to range; 

Ah, no! a heart that's once inflam'd 
Can never, never change, 


How fondly have I gaz'd upon 
The houſe that held my dear; 

Ey'd oft her window, bleſs'd the room, 
And wiſh'd myſelf but there: 

Ah, me! what does it now avail, 
That once ſhe held me dear, 

Ye ſwains, of treach'rous maids beware, 
Nor head the trickling teac. 
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S O N G. 


Psve us not with idle ſtories, 
Whining loves, and ſenſeleſs glories; 
What are lovers, what are kings ? 


What at beſt but ſlaviſh things? 


Free I liv'd, as nature made me, 
No proud beauty durſt invade me, 
No rebellious ſlaves betray'd me, 
Free I liv'd as nature made me, 


Fach by turns, as ſenſe inſpir'd me; 
Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, fir d me; 


63109) 
] alone have loſt true pleaſure, 
Freedom is the only treaſure. 


eee eo o- ooo 


S O N S. 


2 Cleonice thy garlands tear 
From off thy widow'd brow; 

And bind thy looſe diſhevell'd hair 
With yew and cypreſs now: 

And fince the pods decreed his years 
Should have fo ſhort a date; 

Let thy ſad eyes pay ſeas of tears 
In tribute to his fate, 


The trees a duller green have worn 
Since that dear ſwain is gone; 
The tender flocks their paſture mourn, 
And bleat a ſadder moan : | : 
The birds that did frequent theſe groves, 
To happy manſions fly ; 
And all that once ſmil'd on our loves, 
Now ſcem to bid me die. 
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OO R fighing Damon courts in vain 
The blooming Sylvia's love ; 
To ev'ry ſtream he tells his pain, 
His care to ev'ry grove, 


( 32 ) 
Whilſt tender Sylvia's panting breaſt - 
For ſcornful Acron buras, 
Proud Acron flights her fond requeſt, 
And all her favour ſcorns, 


A 


Let ev ry nymph that flights her ſwain, } 

Still meet with Sylvia's fate ! 
And when ſhe feels her lover's pain, 1 

Her own example hate, 
eook oc ak ook ofookeof-ofoote tk ojookoobo cok oe < 
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each not to me your muſty rules, 

Ye drones that mould an idle cell; ; 


The heart is wiſer than the ſchools, 
| The ſenſes always reaſon well. 


If ſhort my ſpan, I leſs can ſpare 
To paſs a ſingle pleaſure by; '1 
An hour is long, if loſt in care, 
They only live, who life enjoy. 


* 8 ; E 
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Repar'd to rail, reſolv'd to part, | \ 
| When 1 approach the perjur'd fair, | 
KB What is it awes my tim'rous heart ? | f 


Why doe ny tongue forbear ? 


( 33 ) 
With the leaſt glance, a little kind, 

Such wong/rous pow'r have Mira's charms, 
She charms my doubts, enflaves my mind, 
And all my rage diſarms. 


Forgetful of her broken vows, 
When gazing on that form divine; 
Her injur'a vaſſal trembling bows, 
Nor dares her ſlave repine. 


S O N G. 


Detty Armida will be kind, 
When at her feet you proſtrate lie; 
No cruel look was e er deſign'd, 
To dwell within her charming eye: 
Gaze on her face, and every part 
[ That is expoſed to your view ; 
| You'll preſently conclude her heart 
To be ſo ſoft, twill yield to you. 


But firſt tis gt goo try your (kill ; 
+ * You may not think that without pain, 
And ſome attendance on her will, 
| So rich a prize you ſhall obtain: 
Wooers, like angling men, muſt wait 
Women's time, and give them play, 
»Till the has ſwallow'd well the bait, 
Before ſhe will became their prey. 
Vor, II. C 
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What tho! Armida's looks be kind, 

Aud you read yielding in her eyes; 
Yet you, alas ! may quickly find, 

Thoſe charms do nought but tantalize : 
Her heart may not ſo eaſy be 

As you imagine, but may prove 
As hard as adamant to thee, 

And proof againſt the darts of love, 


Your ſkill, and all the art you have, 
Make trial of, fir, if you pleaſe ; 
Tell her, you are her captive ſlave, 
And beg of her-relief and eaſe : 
But ſhe'll not hear you; for ſhe ſpies, 
That underneath your gilded bait 
A crafty hook incloſed lies, 
So from your angle ſhe?l! retreat. 
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Retty parrot, ſay, when I was away, 
And in dull abſence paſs d the day, 
What at home was doing ? 
With chat and play, 
We were gay, 
Night and day, 
Good cheer and mirth renewing; 
Singing, laughing all, like pretty, pretty Poll. 
Was no ſop ſo rude, boldly to intrude, 
And like a ſauey lover wou'd 


WE 


Court, and teaze my lady ? 
A thing you know, 

Made for ſhow, 

Call'd a beau, 

Near her was always ready, 

Ever, ever at her call, like pretty, pretty Poll. 
Tell me, with what air, he approach'd the fair, 
And how ſhe could with patience bear 

All he did and utter'd ? 

He (till addreſs'd, 
Still careſs'd, 
Kiſs'd andpreſgd ; 

Sung, prattled, laugh'd, and flutter'd : 
Well receiv'd in all, like pretty, pretty Poll. 
Did he go away, at the cloſe of day, 

Or did he ever uſe to ſtay 

In a corner dodging ? 

The want of light, 
When 'twas night, 
Spoil'd my ſight; 

But I believe his lodging 

Was within her call, like pretty, pretty Poll. 
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Rinces that rule, and empire ſway, 
How tranſitory is their ſtate ! 
Sorrows the glories do allay, 
And richeſt crowns have greateſt weight. 
C 2 
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The mighty monarch treaſon fears, 
Ambitious thoughts within him rave; 
His life all diſcontents and cares; 

And he at beſt is but a ſlave. 


Vainly we think with fond delight 
To eaſe the burthen of our cares; 
Each grief a ſecond does mvite, 
And ſorrows are each others heirs. 


For me, my honour I'll maintain, 
Be gallant, generous, and brave; 
And when I quietude would gain, 
At leaſt, I find it in the grave. 


S ON G. 


ithee Billy, 

14 Ben't ſo filly, 

Thus to waſte thy days in grief; 
You ſay, Betty 

Will not let ye; 

But can ſorrow give relief? 


Leave repining, 

Ceaſe your whining; 

Pox on torment, grief and wor; 
If ſhe's tender, 

She'll furrender ; 

If ſhe's tough, e en let her go. 


WI 
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Rithee, Chloe, give o'er, 
And perplex me no more, 
For, my charmer, it looks very queerly, 
That in blooming fifteen, 
T hou'rt afraid to be ſeen 
By a ſhepherd who loves thee molt dearly. 


When with ſpeed I purſue, 
Intending to woo, 

And tell thee how much I'm thy lover, 
Like a fearful young lamb 
Who runs after its dam, 

So thou flieſt away to thy mother, 


I know't has been told, 
That the patriarchs of o!d 
Spent threeſcore years in their wooing ; 
'T was no wonder then 
That a nymph of fifteen 
Should be coy when a ſwain was pyrſuing. 


But my charmer, I vow, 
»Tis a miracle now, 
That a nymph in her teens ſhould fly any, 
When I dare now engage, 
Not a man in the age 
But thinks three ſcore days are too many. 


Then prithee, my joy, 
No longer be coy, 
But let am'rous deſies inflame ye; 
23 


1 
Surrender thy charms, 
Take me to thy arms, 


And thou'lt ſoon love me better than mam my. 
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Rithee, Chloe, not ſo faſt, 
Let's not run and wed in haſte; 

We've a thouſand things to do, 
You mult fly, and I purſue; 
You mult frown, and I mult figh; 
I entreat, and you deny, 
Stay if I'm never croſt, ö 
Half che pleaſure will be loſt. N 


Be, or ſeem to be, ſevere, 

Give me reaſon to deſpair; 
Fondnefs will my wiſhes cloy, 
Make me careleſs of the joy. 
Lovers may of courſe complain 
Of their trouble, and their pain; 
But if pain and trouble ceaſe, 
Love without it will not pleaſe. 


. 
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Rithee friend, leave off thy thinking, 
Caſt thy cares and love away; 
Troubles ſtill are drown'd in drinking, 
Do not, do not, then delay; 


1 


Bacchns cares not for thy will, 
But will have us drinking (till, 


Do but view this glaſs of claret, 
How invitingly it looks: 

Drink it quickly, or you'll mar it. 
Pox of fighting, or of books: 

Let us have good ſtore of wine, 

Hang him then that does repine. 


Call the drawer, bid him fill it 
As full as ever it can hold: 
O take heed you do not ſpill it, 
Tis more precious far than gold; 
Let us drink, and then *twill prove, 
Drink is better ſport than love. 
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She PRithee tell me, faithleſs ſwain, 
Why ſhou'd you ſuch a paſſion feign, 
On purpoſe to deceive me? 
So ſoon as I to love began, 
Then you begaa to leave ine, 


He. Celinda, you muft blame your fate; 
Kindnels has its certain date, 
Ere we the joys have taſted; 
Had you not then with feigned hate 
Love's kindeſt hours waſted. 
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Then weep no more, nor ſigh in vain, 
But lay your baits to catch again 
A more deſerving lover : 
For know a flave who's broke his chain 
You never can recover, 
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HE morn was fair, the ſky ſerene, 


The face of nature ſmil'd, 
Soft dews impearl'd the tufted plain, 
And daiſy-painted wild: 
The hills were gilded by the ſan, 
Sweet breath'd the vernal air; 
Her early hymn the lark begun 
To ſooth the ſhepherd's care. 


When Mira fait and Colin gay, 
Both fam'd for faithful love, 

Delighted with the rifing day, 
Together ſought the grove : 


And near a ſmooth tranſlucent ſtream» 
That filent ſtole along, 


Thus Colin to his matchleis dame 
Addreſyd the tender ſong. 


Hark! Mira, how from yonder tree, 
The feather'd warblers fing, 
They tune their artlefs notes for thee 
For thee more ſweet than fpring : 
How choice a fragrance thro' the air 


Thoſe ſprin g- bora bloſſoms ſhed! 
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How ſeems that vi'let proud to rear 
Its purple tinctur'd head ! 


Ah! Mira, had the tuneful race 
Thy heart bewitching tongue, 

Who would not fond ly haunt the place 
Enamour'd while they ſung ? 

Ye flowers, on Mira's boſom p reſt, 

Ne'er held ye place ſo fair, 

Tho? oft.ye breathe cn Venus” breall, 

And ſcent the graces” hair, 


Shall I to gems compare thine eyes, 
Thy fſkia to v rgin ſnows, 

Thy balmy breath, to gales that riſe 
From ev'ry new-blown roſe ? 

Ah, nymph ! fo far thy charms out-ſhine- 
The faireſt forms we ſee, 

We only gueſs at things divine 
By what appears in thee, 


'T was thus enamoor'd Colin ſung 
His love excited lays ; 
The grove with tender echo's rung, 
Reſounding Mira's praite : 
And thus cries love, who ſported near, 
Abd wav'd his ſilken wings, 
M hat wonder, ſince the nymph's ſofair, . 
So fond the ſhepherd ſings ? 


CC. 43 } 


1 newflown birds, the ſhepherds ſiug, 
and welcome in the May: 
Come, Paſtoreila, now the ſpring, . 
Makes ev'ry landikip gay: 
Wide ſpreading trees their leafy ſhade 


O'er balfthe plain extend, 0 
Or in reflecting tountains play'd, 
Their quiv ring branches beud, 1 


Come taſte the ſeaſon in its prime, 


And bleſs the riſing year: 4 
Oh! how my ſoul grows fick of time, 
Till thou, my love ! appear. I 


Then ſhall I paſs the gladſome day 
Warm in thy beauty's ſhine ; 
When thy dear flock ſhall feed and play 7 
And intermix with mine, 


For thee of doves a milk white pair, , 
In ſilken bands I hold: 

For thee a firſtling lambkin fair, A 
I keep within the fold. 

If milk- white doves acceptance meet, 81 


Or tender lambkia pleaſe ; 
My ſpotleſs heart without deceit, 
Be offer d up with theſe, 


* 


( 43 ) 
S 0 N60 


Smile at love, and all its arts, 
] The charming Cynthia cry'd ; 
Take heed, for love has piercing darts, 
A wounded ſwain reply'd. 


Once free and bleſt as you are now, 
I trifled at his charms ; 

I pointed at his little bow, 
And ſported with his arms : 


Till urg'd too far, Revenge, he cries ; 
A fatal ſhaft he drew, 

It took its paſſage thro? your eyes, 
And to my heartit flew, 


To tear it thence I try'd in vain ; 
To ſtrive, I quickly found, 

Was only to increaſe the pain, 
And to enlarge the wound, 


Ah! muchtoo well, I fear, you know 
W hat pain I'm to endure, 

Since what your eyes alone could do, 
Your heart alone can cure, 


And that (grant heav'n I may miſtake) 
doubt, is doom'd to bear 

A burden for another's ſake, 
Who ill rewards its care, 
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Hr the youthful ſwain, 


i hat feels no love · ſick ſmart; 


But without grief or pain, 

Can win a vir gin's heart; 
Happy beyond expreſſing 

Is he who can obtain 
That moſt traniporting bleſſing, 
Which others ſeek in vain. 


Love, and the graces, ſmiling, 
Ta all his actions meet 
Cupid, the ſair beguiling, 
Still makes his conquelt ſweet; 
Love is his only treaſure, 
Beauty his only gain; 
Ever he finds the pleaſure, 
But never feels the pain. P 
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H* RD by the hall, our maſter's houſe, 
Where M'urſy flows to meet the main; 
Where woods, and winds, and waves diſpole 


A lover to complain: 


With arms acroſs, along the ſtrand 
Poor Lycon walk*d, and hung his head, 
Viewing the footſteps in the ſand 
Which a bright nymph had made. 
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The tide, ſays he, will ſoon eraſe 

1 he marks fo lightly here impreſt; 
But time or tide will ne'er deface 

Her image in my breaſt, 


Am ſome ſavage beaſt of prey? 
Am I ſome horrid monſter giown ? 
That thus ſh: flies fo ſwift away, 
Or meets me with a frown ! 


That boſom ſoft, that lilly ſkin 

(Truſt not the faireſt outward ſhow) 
Contains'a marble beart within, 

A rock hid under ſnow, 


Ah me! the flints-and pebbles wound 
Her tender feet, from whence there fell 
Thoſe crimſon drops which Rain the ground, 
And beautify each ſhell, 


Ah! fair one, moderate thy flight, 
I will no more in vain purſue ; 
But take my leave for a long night; 

Adieu, lov'd maid, adieu. 


With that he took a running leap, 
He took a lover's leap indeed, 

And plung'd into the founding deep, 
Where hungry fiſhes feed, 


The melancholy hern ſtalks by, 
Around the tqualiing ſea gulls yell; 

| Aloft the croaking ravens fly, 

And toll his fun'ral bell, 
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The waters roll above his head, 
The billows tofs it o'er and o'er; 

His ivory bones lie ſcattered, 


And whiten all the ſhore. ] 
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„ fate to ſigh, to ſigh in vaio, 
Deſpairing Sytvia cries ; 
Debar'd the freedom to complain, 
But through a lover's eyes. 
8 


And thoſe unguarded ever ſpeak, 
Betrayers of my heart; 

For ah! our wiles are all too weak, N 
Theſe to diſguiſe by art. 


Thus hopeleſs mult I e'er remain, - 
Like ghoſts about their treaſure; W 

Till ſpoke to firſt ne'er ſpeak again, T 
Still waiting S:rephoa's leiſure, 

Dear thoughtleſs man, a ſtranger to = 
The ſecrets of this breaſt; u 

That's his from inclination true, — 
More conſtant chan tis bleſt. = 


There could he ſee, and conſcious know 
The torments of neglect; 

They ſoon would teach him how to ſhew 
More love, and leſs reſpect. 
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ARK! away, 'tis the merry ton'd hora 
Calls the hunters all up in the mora 
To the hills and the woodlands they ſteer, 


To unharbour the out lying deer, 


Chorus of huntſmen. 
And all the day long 
This, this is our ſong; 
Still hollowing, 

And following. ; 
So frolic and free; ys 

Our joys know no bounds, 

While we're after the hounds, 
No mortals on earth are fo jolly as we. 


Round the woods when we beat, how we glow, 
While the hills they all echo hillo! 
With a bounce from his cover when he flies, : 
Then our ſhouts they reſound to the ſkies; 
And all the day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb 
Up the heath-breathipg mountain ſublime, 
What a joy from our labours we feel, 
| Which alone they who taſte can reveal? 
And all the day long, &c, 
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H ARK! hark from far, | 
The voice of war 8 2 


To glory calls around; 
Riſe! Britons riſe ! 
With chearful cries, 

And join the martial ſound, 


See! how your foes 
Their dread diſcloſe, 
And dwindle to diſgrace, 
Lead on, lead on, 6 
"Till victory's won, 
And give their ſquadrons chaſe ! 


With trembling fleets at Ca les, 
Let haughty Spain 
Be hold the main 
Spread with yaur ſweeping fails. 


. f Now vengeance low'rs 
Thoſe taithleſs pow'rs, 
Who late her cauſe eſpous'd, 
La filence lie, 
Or diſtant fly 
B the lion rous'd, 
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| Brave Vernon comes, 
= With batt'ring bombs, 
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See India look diſmay'd ! 

And Europe wait 

The will of fate, 1 
In Britiſh fleets convey'd. 


rr 
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TIJARK! how the drums beat up again 
For all true ſoldiers gentlemen, 

Then let us liſt, and march, I ſay, 

Over the hills and far away; 

Over the hills, and o'er the main, 

To Flanders, Portugal and Spain : 

Queen Anne commands, and we'll obey, 

Over the hills and far away. 


All gentlemen that have a mind 
To ſerve the queen that's good and kind, 
Come liſt and enter into pay, 
Then o'er the hills and far away; 
Over the hills, &c. 


Here's forty ſhillings on the drum, 
For thoſe that volunteers do come, 
With ſhirts and clothes, and preſent pays. 
When ober the hills and far away; 
Over the hills, &c, 


Hear that, brave boys, and let us g0z - 
Or elſe we ſhall be preſt, you know; 
Then liſt and enter into pay, 
And ofer the hills and far away; 

Over the hills, &c, | 
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The conſtables they ſcarch about, 
To find ſuch briſk young fellows out; 
Then let's be volunteers, I ſay, 
Over the hills and far away; 
Over the hills, &c, 


Since now the French ſo low are brought, 
And wealth and honour's to be got, 
Who then behind wou'd ſneaking ſtay ?. 
When o'er the hills and far away; 

Over the hills, &c, 


No more from ſound of drum retreat, 
While Marlborough and Gallway beat 
The French and Spaniards every day. 


When o'er the hills and far away; 


Over the hills, &c. 


He that is forc'd to go to fight, 

Will never get true honour by't, 

While volunteers ſhall win the day, 

When o'er the hills and far away; 
Over the hills, &c. 


What tho? our friends our abſence mourn, . 


We all with honour ſhall return, 
And then we'll ſing both night and day, 
Over the hills and far away; 

Over the hills, &c, 


The 'prentice Tom he may refuſe 
To wipe his-angry maſter's ſhoes : 
For then he's free to fing and play, 
Over the bills and far away; 

Over tbe hills, &. 
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? Over rivers, bogs and ſprings, 
We all ſhall live as great as kings, 
And plund-r get both night and day,- 
Whea o'er the hills and far away ; 

Over the hills, &:, 


We then ſhall lead more happy lives, 
By petting rid of brats and wives, 
That ſcold and cry both night and day, 
When o'er the hills and far away; 
Over the hills, &c, 


Come on, brave boys, and you ſhall ſee, 

We every one ſhall captains be, 

To whore and rant as well as they, 

When oer the hills and far away; 
Over the hills, & :. 


For if we go, tis one to ten, 

But we return all gentlemen, 

All gentlemen as well as they, 

When o'er the hills and far away; 
O'er the hills, &c. 
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ARK! how the trumpet ſounds to battle! 
Hark! how the thund'ring cannons rattle ! 
Cruel ambition now calls me away, 


While I have tea thouſand ſoſt things to ſay: 
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While honour alarms me, 

Young Cupid diſarms me, 

And Czlia ſo charms me, 
I carnot away, 


Hack again, honour calls me to arms 
Hark! how the trumpet ſweetly charms ? 
Cælia no more then muſt be obey d. 
Cannons are roaring, and enſigns diſplay'd; 

The thoughts of promotion 

Inſpire ſuch a notion, 

Of Czlia's devotion 

I'm no more afraid, 


Guard her for me, celeſtial powers; 
Ye gods bleſs the nymph with happy hours; 
Oh! may {he ever to love me incline ! 
Such perfections I cannot reſign. 

Firm conſtancy grant her, 

My true love ſhall haunt her, 

My ſoul cannot want her, 

She's all fo divine, 
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ARK! the bonny Chriſt church bells, 
I, 2, 3» 4, 5. 6. 
1 hey ſound fo woundy great, 
So wond'rous (ſweet, 
And they trou! to merrily, merrily. 
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Hark the firſt and ſeeond bell, 


That every day at four and ten 
Cries come to pray'rs, 
And the virger troops before the dean. 


Tingle, tiagle, ting, goes the ſmall bell at nine, 
To call the beerers home; 
But the dev'l a man 
Will leave his cann, 
Till he hears the mighty Tom, 
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Am a poor maiden forſaken, 
1 Yet I bear a contented mind; 
I am a poor maiden forſaken, 
Yet I'll find another more kind: 
For altho' I be forfaken, | 
Yet this I would have you to know, 
I ne'er was fo ill provided, 
But i'd two'r three ſtriugs to my bow. 


I own that once I lov'd him, 
But his ſcorn I could never endure; 
Nor yet to that height of perfection, 
For his flights to love him the more. 


4 own he was very engaging, 


Yet this I would have you to know, 
I nc'er was ſo iil provided, 
But I'd two'r three ſtrings to my bow, 
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i 
Ye maiders who hear of my ditty, 
And are unto loving inclin'd, 

Mens minds they are ſubje to changing, 

And wavering like the wind ; 
Each object creates a new fancy: 

Then this 1 would have you to do; 
Be eaſy and free, take pattern by me, 
And keep two'r three ſtrings to your bow. 
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Am a poor ſhepherd undone, 
And cannot be cur'd by art, 

For a nymph as bright as the ſun 
Has ſtole away my keart; 
And how to get it again, 

There's none but ſhe can tel!, 
To cure me of my pain, 

By ſaying ſhe loves me well; 
And alas! poor ſhepherd, alack, a well a- day, 
Before | was in love, oh! every month was May. 


If to love ſhe could not incline, 

I told her I'd die in an hour. 

To die, ſays ſhe, tis thine, 

But to love "tis not in my pow'r, 
* 1 afk'd her the reafon why 

She con'd not of me approve ? 
She ſaid, 'twas a taſk too high 

To give any reaſon fer love, 
And alas, &c. 


l 
She aſk'd me of my eſtate; 


[ told her a flock of theep; 
The graſs whereon they graze, 

Where ſhe and I might ſleep ; 
Beſides a good ten pound, 

In old king Harry's groats ; 
With hooks and crooks abound, 

And birds of ſundry notes. 
And alas, &. 
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Am ia truth 


A country yonth, 
Unus'd to London fathions : 
Yet virtue guides, 
Aud (till preſides 
O'er all my ſteps and paſlions. 
No conrtly leer, 
But all ſincere, 
No bribe {hall ever blind me; 
It you can like 
A Lorkſhire tike, 
an honeſt man you'll find me, 


T ho' envy's tongue 
Wich inder hung, 
Does oft belie our county ; 
No men on earth 
Boalt greater worth, 
Ir more extend their bounty. 
1 
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Our northern breeze 
With us agrees, 
And does for buſineſs fit us; 
Ia public cares, 
In love's affairs, 
With honour we acquit us, 


A noble mind 
Is ne'er confin'd 

To any ſhire or nation; 
He gains molt praile, 
Who beſt diſplays 

A generous education: 
While rancour rolls 
In narrow ſouls 

By narrow views diſcerning z 
The truly wiſe 
Will only prize 

Good manners, ſenſe, and learning, 
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Come, my faireſt treaſure, 
To ſeize the bleſſing; 
With thee is ev'ry pleaſure 
Beyond expreſſing, 
The ſpring, when flow'rs are blooming 
And ev'ry ſweet perfuming, 
_ Your bloom ſurpaſſes, 
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HE night vas in her ſable ſhroud, 
No ſilver ſtars were ſeen, 
Wrapt in a cold and wintry cloud, 
Midſt bleaky thowers of rain, 


Unfaithful Edward's treacherous ſtep 
To Suſan's dwelling came ; 

Long he pretended to have ſu'd, 
And lov'd the gentle dame, 


His entrance at this fatal hour 
The innocent allow'd; 

Ungrateful Edward ſilent ſmil'd, 
Then kiſs d her lips, and bow'd. 


With am'rous toy he firſt began, 
Her ſnowy boſom preſt; 

Vow'd, that he lov'd her more than life, 
And begg'd, he might be bleſt, 


But ſhe, in honour's ſtricteſt rule 
Had train'd her gentle mind: 

Is this your love to me, ſhe ſaid, 
Ungrateful, and unkind ? 


In dreadful rage of hated luſt, 
Her purple blood to ſpiil, 
He drew his ſword, and ſwore ſhe dy'd 

If ſhe refus'd his will, 


With trembling fear ſhe cry'd, and thought 
Each moment to be flain : 


1 
Help! help! oh help ! for heavꝛzu's ſake ! 
She cry'd, but cry'd in vaia. 


Whole floods: of tears, like ſilver dew 
From off the lilly's head, 

Fell down her wiiite and pzarly neck ; 
Unhappy ! lovely maid, 


The thoughtsof loſiag all her charms, 
That they mult turn to ctay; 

To think of dying, when ſo young, 
Induc'd her to cbey, 


Her bleeding Feart did oft miſgive, 
She pray'd, the wept, and ſigh'd: 

But when her precious jewel lolt, 
Much better had ſhe dy'd. 


The faithleſs wretch now flies her c harms, 
Thoſe very charms he ſwore 

To nourith-with his utmoſt care, 
He now regards no more. 


Her bed ſhe waters with her tears, 
And beats her panting breaſt; 
Her hand ſupports her drooping head, 

But ſhe can find no reſt, 


At length the ruddy moraing role, 
She bluſh'd to ſee the day; 

And curs'dthe night, that fatal night, 
In which ſhe did obey. 


The guilt, which gnilt was not her own, 
So black was in hereye, 


( 59 ) 
: That thongh at death ſhe ſtarted firſt, 
She now reſolv'd to die, 


A pois*nous drug, oh! mournful tale 
Within a filver bowl 

She mix d——thea lipp'd the deadly juice, 
Aud breath'd away her ſoul. 


The ſcarlet of. ber lips grew pale, 
er eyes no luſtre boalt ; 
Soft muſick dies upon her tongue, 
And ali her charms are iolt, 


Now, Edward, think what thou- haſt done, 
Repent e er ?tis too late; 

Or at the dreadful day of doom, 

Expect thy wretched fate. 
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HE night was (till, the air ſerene, 
Fann'd by a ſouthern breeze 
The glimm'ring moon might jult be ſeen, 
Reflecting thro? the trees. 
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The bubling water's conſtant courſe, 
From off th? adjacent hill, 

Was mournful echo's laſt reſource, 
All nature was ſo ſtill. 


The conſtant ſhepherd ſought this ſhade 
By ſorrow fore oppre ſs'd, 


66 
_ Cloſe by a fountain's margin laid, - 
His pain he thus ezpreſs'd: 


Ah, wretched youth ! why didſt thou love, 
Or hope to mect ſucceſs; 

Or think the fair would conſtant prove 
Thy blooming hopes to blets ? 


Find me the roſe on barren ſands ; 

ö The lilly midſt the rocks ; 
The grape in wide deſerted lands; 

A wolf to guard the flocks. 


Thoſe you, alas! will ſooner gain, 
And will more eaſy find, 
Than meet with aught but cold diſdain 
In faithleſs womankind. 


- Riches alone now win the fair, 
Merit they quite deſpiſe ; 
The conſtant lover thro? deſpair, 
| Becauſe not wealthy, dies. 
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Hen Britain firſt, at heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main; 
This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain: 
« Rule, Britannia, ruic tue waves; 
% Britons never will be ſlaves. 
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The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 

Muſt in their turns, to tyrants fall: 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and tree, 


The dread an euvy of them all, 
* Rule, &. 


Sti!! more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 


More ꝗqreadtul, from each foreign ſtroke: 


As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak, 
Rule, & e. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame: 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
Will but arrouſe thy gen-rous flame; 


But work their woe, and thy renown. 
„Rule, &:, 


To thee belongs the rural reign ; | 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine: 
All thine thall be the ſubiet main, 
And every ſhore it circles thine, 
« Rule, &:, 


The muſes, till with freedom found, 
Snall to thy happy coaſt repair; 

Bleit iſle ! with matchleſs beauty crown'd, 
And Manly hearts to guard the fair, 

Raule, Britannia, rule the waves: 

« Britons never will be ſlaves 
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He nymph that ſeems to love inclin'd, 


Is ever lovely ſeen ; 
Has wiſdem's goddeſs in her mind, 
And fair as beauty's queen: 


Chaſte as Aurora's dewy ſhowers, 
T hat purity the morn; . 


And drop their ſweets on every flower, 


That doth her neck adorn, 


Her cheeks are like the opening roſe, 
That bluſhes as it heats; 

Her breath ſuch odovrs doth diſcloſe, 
Perfumes whate er it meets. 


Her lilly breaſts are like young doves, 
With innocency bleſt ; 


And each at other trembling moves, 


As fearful to be preſt, 


Such is the nymph, and ſuch my love, 
With all her native charms ;; 

Protect her then, ye powers above, 
To bleſs Philander's arms. 
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HE ordnance board 
Such joy does afford, 
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That no mortal, no mortal, 
No mortal e' er more can delice : 
Each maber repairs 
From the tower to the ſtairs, 
And by water, whuſh, and by water, whuſh, 
And by water go down to the fire, 


Each piece that's on-ſhore, 
hey ſearch from the bore ; 


And to proving, to proving, 
To proving they go in all weather; 
Our glaſſ:s are large, 
And whene'er we diſcharge, 
With a boom, huzz + boom, huzza, 
Guns-and bumpers go together. 


Old Vulcan for Mars 


Mad: tools for his wars, 
To enable him; enable him, 


Enable him to conquer the faſter: 
But Mars, had he been 
On our Woolwich Green, 
To hear boom, huzza boom, huzzx, 
He'd have own'd great Marlb'ro' his maſter, 
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** 
1 play of love is now begun, 
And thus the actions do go on: 
Strephon enamour'd courts the fair, 
She hears him with a careleſs air, 
And ſmiles to find him in love's ſnare» 
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The act tune play'd, they meet again, 
Her pity moves her for his pain, 
Which ſhe evades ſor ſome pretence, 
And thinks ſhe can with love di ſpenſe- 
But pants to hear a man of ſenſe. 


The third approa ch her lover makes, 
She colours up whene'er be ſpeaks, 
But with feign'd flights till put him by, 
And faintly cries, ſhe can't comply, 
Altho' ſhe gives her heart the lie. 


Now the plot riſes; he ſeems ſay, 

As if ſome other fair he'd try; 

At which ſhe ſwells with ſpleen and fear, 
Leſt one more wiſe his love ſhould ſhare, 
Which yet no woman e'er can bear, 


The laſt act now is wrought ſo high, 
That thus it crowns the lover's joy: 
She does no more his paſſion ſhun, 
He ſtrait into her arms does run ; 
The curtain fails the play is done, 


The SEQUEL, 


OW come love's plagues; the fair enjoy'd, 
And with the pleaſure Strephon cloy d, 


A feign'd content the lover wears, 
And with falſe raptnres ſooths her fears, 
While his retreat employs her cares, 


Next time they met, a fore'd reſpect 
Makes the fair dread a cold neglect; 
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Strait her full boſom heaves with ſighs, 
Yet tho” diſtracting fears ariſe, 


Fond love forbids to truſt her eyes, 


Tortvr'd with doubts ſhe next complains, 
And aſks if hers are fancy'd pains ; 
With well-tim'd rage he ſwears he'll rove, 
Vows, tho” he burns, he'll never prove 
The curſt fatigue of jealous love, 


To bring him back all arts ſhe tries, 
And bids his jealous fury riſe; 
Pleas'd he that ſtratagem diſdains, 
Vous that no fair ſhall give him paius, 
That o'er a fop contented reigns, 


With grief diſtracted, now ſhe burns, 

And to ſtern rage her paſſion turns 
On the whole fex her fury bends, 
And the firſt blockhead that attends, 
Marries, and jilts, to gain her ends. 


Dre 
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1 * rolling years the joys reſtore, 
Which happy, happy Britain knew, 
When in a female age before 
Beauty the ſword of juſtice drew; 
Nymphs and fawns, and rural pow'rs, 
Of chryſtal floods and ſhady bow'rs, 
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No more ſhall here preſide ; 
The flowing wave, and living green, 
Owe only to their preſeat queen 
Their fafety and their pride, 


United air, and pleaſures bring, 

Of tender note, and tuneful firing, 

All your arts devoted are 

To move the innocent and fair: 
While they receive the pleaſing wound, 
Echo repeats the dying (ound, 
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HE roſy morn unbarr'd her gate, 
To let the day appear, 

| When I, afraid of being too late, 
Stole ſoftly to my dear, 

Wrapp'd in a pleaſing fleep ſhe lay; 
Her veil was looſely ſpread, 

Which did ber tender limbs betray, 
Nor kept one beauty hid, 


; gently ſtole an am'rous kiſs, 

Which crimſon'd o'er her face ; 

Nor yet content with ſuch a bliis, 
Sought a Giviner place : 

Her eyes then opening like the day, 
Emit a piercing beam ; 

She wak'd; I ſtole with (peed away; 
She took it for a Cream, 
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J Lore, I doat, I rave with pain, 
No quiet in my mind; 

Tho? ne'er could be a happier twain, 
Were Sylvia leis unkind : 

For when, as long her chain I've worn, 
I aſk relief from ſmart, 

She only gives me looks of ſcorn : 
Alas ! 'twill break my heart. 


My rivals, rich in worldly ſtore, 
May offer heaps of gold : 
But turely I a heav'n adore, 
Too precious to be ſold, 
Can Sylvia ſuch a coxcomb prize 
For wealth, and not deſert, 
And my poor fighs and tears deſpiſe ? 
Alas! *twill break my heart, 


When, like ſome wanting, hov'ring dove, 
I for my blifs contead ; 

And plead the cauſe of eager love, 
She coldly calls me friend. 

Ah ! Sylvia, thus in vain you ſtrive 
To act a healing part: 

Tu ill keep but ling'ring pain alive, 
Alas! and break my heart, 


When on my lonely penſive bed 
I lay me down to relt, 
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In hopes to calm my raging head, 
And cool miy burning brealt ; 
Her crueity all eaſe denies, 
\Wih fome fad dream I ſtart; 
All crewn'd in tears | find my eyes, 
An! breaking feel my heart! 


Then riſing, thro' the path I rove 
That leads me where ſhe dwells; 
Where to the ſenſeleſs waves my love 
Its mournful ſtory tells. 
With ſighs I dew and kiſs the door, 
Till morning bids depart : 
Then vent ten thouſand ſighs and more : 
Alas! 'twill break my heart, 


But, Sylvia, when this conqueſt's won, 
And 1 am gone, and cold: 

Renounce the-cruel deed yourve done, 
Nor glory when 'tis told : 

For ev'ry lovely gen'rous maid 
Will take my injur'd part; 

And curſe thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid, 
For breaking my poor heart! 
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Never lov'd but one fair maid, 
And ſhe did prove uatrue ; 
Uatrue to him who to her paid 
More love than was her due, 
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Her wand'ring heart, and faithlefs eyes, 
Made many a ſhepherd weep ; 
Whilſt all of them fought for the prize, 
Which none of them could keep. 


Ah! fince tis ſo, Ye gods, ſaid I, 
Ye righteous pow'rs above, 
Revenge on her my miſery, 
My true, but ſlighted love. 


So may ſhe love, as ſhe made me, 
And find the ſame diſdain; 

Since ſhe was pleas'd with cruelty, 
Now may ſhe feel the pain, 


May ſhe know what it is to love, 
And loſe her wand'ring heart 
To one who will inconſtant prove, 
And let her feel the ſmart, 


Iſpake; and, lo! there did enſue 
A ſtrange cataſtrophe ; 

The gods would puniſh her, I knew; 
But I little thought, by me. 
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Never ſaw a face till now, 
That could my paſſion move: 
I lik'd, and ventur'd many a vow, 
But durſt not think of love. 


Vor. II. * 
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Till beauty, charming every ſenſe, | 
An eaſy conqueſt made; 
And ſhew'd the vainneſs of defence, 
While Phillis does invade, 


But oh ! her colder heart denies 
The thoughts her looks inſpire ; 

And while in ice that frozen lies, 
Her eyes dart only fire, 


Betwixt extremes I am undone, 
Like plants too northward ſet, 
Burnt by too violent a ſan, 
Or chil!'d for want of heat, 
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1 Man, J Once was a poet at London, 
L kept my heart ſtill full of glee; 
T here's no man can ſay that I'm undone, 
For begging is no new trade to me, I 
Tol derol, &c. 


2 Man. I once was an attorney at law, 
And after a knight of the poſt; 
Give me a brifk wench in clean ſtraw, 
And I value not who rules the roaſt, | 
Tol derol, &c. * 


3 Man, Make rcom for a ſoldier in buff, In 
Who valiantly ftrutted about, 
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| *Till he fancy'd the peace breaking off, 
| And then he moſt wiſely—ſold out, 
Tol derol, &c, 


4 Man. Here comes a courtier polite, fir, 
Who flatter'd my lord to his face ; 
Now railing is all his delight, fir, 
Becauſe he miſs'd getting a place, 
Tol derol, &c. 


5 Man. I till am a merry gut-ſcraper, 
My heart never yet felt a qualm; 
Tho' poor I can frolic and vapour, 
And ſing any tune but a pſalm. 
Tol derol, &c. 


6 Man, I was a fanatical preacher, 
I turn'd up my eyes when I pray'd ; 
But my hearers half ſtarv'd their teacher, 
For they believ'd not one word that I ſaid, 
Tol derol, &c, 


1 Man, Whoe'er would be merry and free, 
Let him liſt, and from us he may learn; 
In palaces who hall you ſee 
Half ſo happy as we in a barn ? 
Tol derol, &c, 


Chorus of all. 
Whoe'er would be merry and free, 
Let him lift, and from us he may learn: 
In palaces who ſhall you ſee 
Half ſo happy as we in a barn? 
Tol derol, &c, 
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Sigh'd and I writ, 
And employ'd all my wit, 
And (till pretty Sylvia deny'd ; 
*T was virtue I thought, 
And became ſuch a ſot, 
I ador'd her the more for her pride. 


Till maſk'd in the pit, 
My coy Lucrece I met, 
A croud of gay fops held her play, 
So briſk and ſo free, 
With her ſmart repartee, 
I was cur'd and went bluſhing away. 


Poor lovers miſtake 
The addreſſes they make, 
With vows to be conſtant and true; 
Tho all the nymphs hold 
For the ſport that is old, 
Yet their play-mates mult ever be new. 


Fach pretty new toy 
They would die to enjoy, 
And then for a newer they pine; 
But when they perceive 
Others like what they leave, 
They will cry for their bauble again. 
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Thank thee, my friend, 
That at length you declare, 

Why Sylvia's fo coy 

As to ſhun me with care: 
I mus'd every night, 

And rack'd my poor ſoul, 
To find out the cauſe 

Of a falſhood ſo foul. 


But ſhe tells me ſhe cannot 
With claret agree, 

That ſhe thinks of a hogſhead 
Whene'er ſhe ſees me: 

That I ſmell like a beaſt, 
And therefore that I 

Muit reſolve to forlake her, 
Or claret, good claret, deny, 


Ye gods | was e'er it known 
That beaſts ſmeil'd of wine? 
They brutichly ablior 
A liquor ſo divine: 
*T 1s then we are molt bealls, 
When like them in common, 
We eagerly go a hunting 
For the next lewd women. 


Muſt I leave my dear bottle, 
That has been ever my friend, 
Which prolongs all my joys, 
To my grief puts an end? 
F 3 
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Which inſpires me with wit, 

And makes me ſo ſublime, 
That there is none are like us 


That driak the beſt wine, 


But Sylvia, whom nature 
So perfect has made, 

Has no room left for wiſhes, 
New beauties to add. 

Muſt I leave her, I'm ſorry, 
It is too hard a talk ; 

Yet ſhe may go to the devil, 
Bring rae the other flaſk, 
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I Toſs and tumble thro' the night, 
Ard wiſh th' approaching day, 
Thinking when darkneſs yields to light, 
Ill baniſh care away: 

But when the glorious ſun doth riſe, 
And chears all nature round, 

All thought of pleaſure in me dies, 
My cares do (till abound, 


My tortur'd and uneaſy mind 
Bereaves me of my reſt; 

My thoughts are to all pleaſure blind, 
With care I'm ſtill oppreſt: 

But had I her within my breaſt, 
Who gives me ſo much pain, 

My raptur'd foul would be at reſt, 
And ſofteſt joys regain. 


( & ) 
I'd ne'er envy the god of war, 

Bleſs'd with fair Venus charms, _ ,-- 
Nor yet the thund'ring Jupiter, 

In fair Alcmena's arms: 
Paris with Helen's beauty bleſt, 

Would be a jeſt to me; 
If ot her charms I were poſſeſt, 

Thrice happier I would be. 


But ſince the gods do not orda n 
Such happy fate for me 

I dare not 'gainſt their will repine, 
Who rule my deſtiny, 

With ſprightly wine I'll drown my care, 
And cheriſh up my ſoul ; 

Whene'er I think on my loſt fair, 
I'll drown her in the bowl, 
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FF love a man for his money, 

; As many have done before; 

Tho? to night he afay call me his honey, 
Jo morrow hell cail me his whore, 


Then better be frank and free, 

And love him for loving's fake; 
The ſooner we women agree, 

The better 's the bargain we make, 


Chuſe you a dear man that is kind, 
That's generous, eaſy and tru: ; 
F 4 
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And to keep him till in the ſame mind, 
Do you keep yourſelf in the ſame too, 


If when he begins to change, 
You fiercely the fault reprove, 
He may like others, out of revenge, 
He ne'er cou'd have lik'd out of love. 


To all the follies be blind, 
But moſtly to that of roving ; 

When he's moſt croſs#be you moſt kind, 
And teach him to love you by loving, 


If with a hard word he is vex'd, 
A kiſs will ſoon heal the ſore; 

But if not one kiſs, then try the next, 
And if not the next, the next ſcore, 


Thus ſoften him by degrees, 
And bring him to your lure : 


By pleaſing him, yourſelf you may pleaſe ; 
And when you've half loſt him, ſecure. 
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IF Phillis denies me relief, 
If ſhe's angry, I'll ſeek it in wine; 
Tho! ſhe laughs at my amorous grief, 
At my micth why ſhould ſhe repine ? 


The ſparkling champaign ſhall remove 
All the grief my dull foul has in ſore: 
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My reaſon I loſt when I lov'd, 
By drinking what can I do more ? 


Would Phillis but pity my pain, 

Or my amorous vows wouid approve, 
The juice of the grape I'd diſdain, 

And be drunk with nothing but love. 
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1 F ſhe be not kind as fair, 
But pecviſth and unhandy, 
Leuve her, the's only worth the care 
Ot ſome ſpruce Jack-a-dandy, 


I would not have thee ſuch an aſs, 
Had'ſt thou ne er ſo much lcifure, 

To ſigh and whine for ſuch a lats 
\W hole pride's above her pleaſure. 
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1 * truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim; 
He feels the paſſion, void of art, 
The pure and conſtant flame. 


Though ſighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Their ſenſual ve contemn; 

They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
But flight the inward gem. 
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Pf. ſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſi. nt fire: 
But when the mind receives the dart, 
Erjoyment whets deſire. 


Your charms each {laviſh ſenſe controul, 
A tyrant's ſhort liv'd reign : 

But milder reaſon rules the ſou', 
Nor time can break the chain, 


By age your beanties will decay, 
Your mind improves with years; 

As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The ripening fruit appears. 


May heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs each future hour; 

That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 
May gather ev'ry flower, 
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FF you at an office ſollicite your due, 
And would not have matters neglected: 
You mult quicken the clerk with the perquiſite too, 
To what his duty directed, 


Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable failing, 

The pergutſit/ ſoſtens her into conſent; 
That reaſon with all is prevailing, 


8 calm, and fo ſerene, but now, 
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What meaus this change on Mira's brow ? 
Her anguiſh love now-glows and burns, 
Then chills and ſhakes, and the cold fit returns. 


Mock'd with deluding looks and ſmiles, 
When on her pity I depend; 

My airy hope ſhe ſoon beguiles, 
And laughs to fee my torments never end. 


So up the ſteepy hill, with pain, 

The weighty (tone is roll'd in vain 
Which having touched the top, recails, 
And leaves the lab'rer to renew his toils, 
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_ num'rous Flavia's charms appear, 
As may her torn diſplay 

In all the dreſſes of the year, 
A nd beauties of the day. 


Calm and ſerene like ſpring, her air; 
Like autumn, ſoft her mold; 

Her face, like ſuraner, blooming fair; 
Her heart, like winter, col}, 


Her boſom, Cynthia's full or! light; 
Her cheeks noon's rays adorn 


( 92 ) 
Her treſſes ſhew the falling night; 
Her eyes, the riſing morn. 
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Gone ſay women are like the ſ-as, 
Some the waves, and ſome the rocks; 

Some the roſe, that ſoon decays ; 

Some the weather, and ſome the cocks * 
But if you:. give me leave to tell, 
There's nothing can be compar'd ſo well, 

As wine, wine, women and wine; 
They run in a parallel, they run in a parallel, 


Women are witches, when they will, 
So is wine, ſo is vine; 

They make the ſtateſman loſe his ſkill, 
The ſoldier, lawyer, and divine; 

They put a gig in the graveſt ſkull, 

And tend tueir wits to gather wool : 
*T is wine, &c. 


What is't that makes your viſage ſo pale? 
What is it makes your looks divine ? 

What is't that makes your courage to fail ? 
Is it not woman ? is it not wine? 

?Tis wine tt akes your head not well; 

*Tis women that make your forehead to ſwell : 
'Tis wine, &c, 
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8 fing Molly Mogg of the Roſe, 
And call her the Oacingham Pelle, 
Whilit others do ferſes compoſe 
On peautiful Molly Lepelle. 


Put of all the young firgins ſo fair, 
Which Pritain's crete monarchy owns ; 
In peauty there's none to compare 
With hur charming dear Gwinifrid Shones, 


Unenviet the ſplentit contition 

Of princes that fit upon thrones : 
The higheſt of all hur ampition, 

Hs the lofe of fair Gwinifrid Shones, 


Pold mortals the clobe will ſearch ofer 
For cold, and for tiamond Rones ; 
Pat hur can more treaſure tiſcofer 
In peautiful Gwinifrid Sbones. 


From the piggeſt crete mountain in Pritain, 
Hur wou'd fenture the preaking her pones, 
So that the ſoft lap hur might fit on 
Of peautiful Gwinifrid Shones, | 


Not the nightingale's pitiful note, 

Can expreſs how poor Shenkin bemoans 
His fates, when in places remote, 

Hur is abſent from Gwiaifrid Shones. 
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Hur lofe iſs than honey far ſweeter, 
And hur is no Shenkin ap Drones ; 
Put wou d Japour in proſe, and in metre, 
To praiſe hur tear Gwinifrid Shones, 


As the harp of St. Tavid ſurpaſſes 

| The pagpipes, poor tweetles and crones ; 
. So Lepelle, Molly Mogg, and all laſſes 

| | Are excell'd by hur Gwinifrid Shones, 
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| Skar. mighty love, O ſpare a ſlave, 

| That at thy feet for mercy lies : 

l What would thy cruel godhead have, 

See how he bleeds, ſee how he dies ! 

| Upon a noble conqueſt go, 

And for thy glory and my peace, 

O make the ſcornfui Celia know 
The pains ſhe now regardleſs ſees, 

O make, &c, 


And ſubtly poiſon ſo each dart, 
That ſpite of all thoſe arms ſhe wears, 
The point at laſt may reach her heart; 
Revenge, revenge the wounds I bear, 
And make our fortunes ſo agree, 
| That may find that cure from her, 
Which ſhe may need as much from me. 
That I may, &c, 


| Dye all thy arrows in my tears, 
| 
| 
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Orriag renewing, all things gay, 
Nature's dictates all obey ; 
la each creature we may ſec, 
1 he effect of love's decree, 
T hus their Hate, 
Such their fate, 
Do not, Polly, ſtay too late, & g. 


Look around and ſee them play, 


All are wanton while they may. 
Why ſhould precious time be lot, 


After ſummer cones a froſt, 
All purſue, 
Na: ure's due, 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too, &c, 


Flowers all around us blowing, 
Herds on ev'ry m:adow lowing, 
Birds on ev'ry branch are wooing, 


Turtles all around us cooing, 
Hark they co), 
See they woo, . 


Let us, Polly, do ſo too, &2:, 


See how kind that ſwain and laſs, 
Yonder fitting on the graſs ; 
Look how earneltly he ſues, 
While ſhe bluſhing can't refuſe, 


See yon two, 
How they woo, 
Let us, Polly, do fo too, &. 


Mark that cloud above the plain, 
See it ſeems to threaten rain; 
Herds and flocks do run together, 
Seeking ſhelter from the weather, 
Fear not you, 
T'll be true, 
Let us therefore do fo too, &c, 


6 


F At. At. AM. 


c 


0 6 


E beaus of pleaſure, 
Whoſe wit at leiſure, 
Can count love's treaſure, 
Its joy and ſmart ; 
At my deſire, 


With me retire, 


To know what fire 
Conſumes my heart, 


Three moons that haſted, 
Are hardly waſted, 
Since I was blaſted 

With beauty's ray ; 


Aurora ſhews ye 


No face fo roſy, 
No July's poſy, 
So freſh and gay. 
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Her ſkin by nature, 
No ermine better, 

Tho' that fine creature 
Is white as ſnow : 
With blooming graces 
Adorn'd her face is; 

Her flowing treſſes 
As black as ſloe. 


She's tall and ſlender, 

She's ſoft and tender ; 

Some God commend her, 
My wit's teo low, 

*T were joytu! plunder, 

Do bring her under; 

She's all a wonder, 
From top to toe. 


Then ceaſe, you ſages, 
To quote dull pages, 
That in all ages 

The mind is free: 
Tbo' great your. ſkill is, 
So ſtrong the will is, 
My love ior Phillis 

Muſt ever be. 


F 
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E Gods! was Strephon's piꝗure bleſt 
With<the fair heaven of Chloe's breaſt? 
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Move ſofter, thou fond fluttering heart, 


Oh ! gently throb, 
Tell me, thou brightelt of thy kind, 

For Strephon was the bliſs deſiga'd? 

For Strephon's ſake, dear charming maid, 
Didſt thou prefer his wand ring thade ? 


And thou, bleſt ſhade, that ſweetly art 
Lodged ſo near my Chloe's heart, | 
For me the tender hour improve, 

And ſoftly tell how dear I love, 
Ungrateful thing! it ſcorns to hear 

Its wretched maſter's ardent prayer, 
Engrofling all that beauteous heaven, 
That Chloe, laviſh maid, has given. 


I cannot blame thee: were I lord 

Of all the wealth thoſe breaſts afford, 
I'd be a miſer too, nor give 

An alms to keep a God alive, 

Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, 

On thoſe cold looks, that lifeleſs air ; 
Prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, 
With eager love, and ſoft deſire. 


*Tis true, thy charms, O powerful maid! 
To life can bring the ſilent ſhade; 

Thou can'it furpaſs the painter's art, 
And real warmth and flames impart, 
Bat oh! it ne'er can love like me; 

I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee : 
Then, charmer, grant my fond requeſt; 
Say thou canſt love, and mak? me bleſt. 


too herce thou art, 
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E good fellows all 


Who love to be told where there's claret 
good ſtore 

Attend to the call of one who's ne'er frighted, 

But greatly delighted with ſix bottles more: 

Be ſure you don't paſs, the good houſe money- 
glaſs, 

Which the jolly red God fo peculiarly owns ; 

? Twill well ſuit your humour, for pray what 
wou'd you more, 

Than mirth with good claret and bumpers Squire 
Jones, 


Ye lovers who pine 

For laſſ:s who oft prove as cruel as fair, 

Who whimper and whine for lillies and roſes, 

With eyes, lips and noſes, or tip of an ear: 

Come hither, PII ſkew you, how Philfis and Chloe, 

No more ſhall occafion ſuch ſighs and ſuch groans ; 

For what mortal ſo ſtupid, as not to quit Cupid, 

When call'd by good claret, and bumpers *Squire 
Joncs, 


Ye poets who write, 
And brag of your drinking fam'd Hellicon's brook, 
Tho' all you get by't is a dinner oſt- times, 


In reward for your rhymes, with Humphrey th: 
duke: 
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Learn Bacchus to follow, and quit your Apollo, 

Forſ:k2 all the muſes, thoſe ſenſelels oid dro ; 

Our jingliaz of glaſſes, your rhyming fſurpall-s, 

When crowa'd with gocd claret, and bumper: 
Squire Joats. 


Ye ſoldiers ſo Rout, 

With plenty of oaths, tho? no plenty of coin 

Who make ſuch a rout, of all your commanders, 

Who ſerv'd us in Flanders, and eke at the Boyne, 

Come leave off your rattling, of £ghing and bat- 
tling, 

And know you'd much better to ſleep with whole 
banes, 

Were you ſent to Gibraltar, your note you'd ſoon 
alter, 


And wiſh for good claret, and bumpers Squire 


Jones. 


Ye clergy ſo wiſe, 

Who myſteries profound can demonſtrate clear, 
How worthy to rile, you preach once a week, 
But your tythes never ſeek above once in a year, 


Come here without failing, and leave off your 


railing 
*Gainſt biſhops providing for dull ſtupid drones, 
Says the text ſo divine, what is life without wine, 
Then away with the claret, a bumper *Squire 
Jones, 


Ye lawyers ſo juſt, 


Be the cauſe what it will who ſo learnedly plead, 


ad, 
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How worthy of truſt, you know black from white, 

Y et prefer wrong to right, as you're chanc'd to 
be fee'd ; 

Leave muſty reports, and forſabe the king's courts, 

Where dulneſs and Gi.cord have ſet up their 
thrones, 

Burn Salkield and Ventris, with all your damn'd: 
entries, 

And away with the claret, a bumper Squire Jones. 


Ye phyſical tribe, 

Who's knowledge confils in hard words and 
grimace, 

When e' re you kts: have at your devotion 

Pills, bolus or portion, be what will the caſe ; 

Pray where is the need to purge, bliſter and bleed, 

When ailing yourſelves, the whole faculty owns, 

That the forms of old Galen, are not ſo prevail- 
ing, 

As mirth with good claret, and bumpers Squire 
Jones, 


Ye fox-hunters, eke, 

That follow the call of the horn and the hovad, 

Who your ladies forſake before they're awake, 

To beat up the break where the vermin is found, 

Leave piper and bluzman, thrill dutcheſs and 
truman, 

No muſick is found in ſuch diſſonant tones; 

Wou'd you ravich your ears with the ſongs of the 
ſpheres, 

Hark! away to the claret, a bumper Squire Jones. 
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E happy ſwains, whoſe nymphs are kind, 
Teach me the art of love: 

That I the like ſucceſs may find, 

My ſheperdeſs to move : 
Long have I ſtrove to win her heart, 

But yet alas! in vain ; 
For ſhe till acts one cruel part 

Of rigour and diſdain, 


Whilſt in my breaſt a flame moſt pure 

Conſumes my life away; 

Ten thouſand tortures I endure, 
Languiſbing night and day: 

Yet the, regardleſs of my grief, 
Looks on her dying flave; 

And unconcern'd, yields no relief, 
To heal the wound ſhe gave. 


What is my crime ! oh rigid fate! 
I'm puniſh'd io ſevere ? 

Tell me, that I may expiate 
With arepenting tear : 

But if you have reſolv'd, that 1 
No- mercy ſhall obtain ; 

Let her perſiſt in tyranny, 

And cure by death my pain, 
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Iew my eyes, my lovely charmer, 
Conſtancy has now the day ; 
Tell me not my heart was warmer, 
When it us'd to go aſtray. 
Love in youth does fiercely blaze, 
But ſo ſtrong it never ſtays. 


If I follow'd every creature, 

Sure the fault may be forgiven, 
Tis the frailty of our nature, 

Who can change the will of heaven ? 
Tho? the odject might be new, 

Yet to love I ſtill was true, 


Cupid, guardian of my heart, 
Let it looſe to range a while ; 
In each eye it found a dart, 
And engag'd by every ſmile. 
Thus it was for you deſign'd, 
Form'd by practice to his mind. 


Cupid, to me ever kind, 
Kept the pureſt of the fire ; 
Droſs conſum'd my heart refin'd, 
Made it flame with ſofc deſire, 
Such a flame as will be true, 


Such the gods reſerv'd for you, 


G 4 


( 104 ) 
S O N G. 


Irgins ſo fair, at length may prove 


Your deſtiny to be in love; 
Pray grant me ſuch a fate! 
May prudence always be my guide, 


With a little, little decency and pride, 


My actions to regulate. 


When firſt in love I do commence, 

May it be with a man of ſenſe, 
And learned education; 

May all his coortſhip be to me 

Neither too formal nor too free, 
But wiſely ſhow his paſſion. 


May his eſtate agree with mine, 
That it may look like nodelign 
To bring us both to forrow: 
Grant me this that Fhave ſaid, 
And willingly I'd live a-maid 
No longer than to morrow. 


When we are wed, may we agree 
And neither of us angry be, 
But live free from all ſorrow 3 
If one be croſs, may the other ſay, 
My dear, we wont fall out to day, 
Whate'er we do to morrow. 


1 
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P braid me not, capricious fair, 
uh drinking to exceſs ; 
I ihould not want to drown deſpair, 
Were your indift rence leſs. 


Love me, my dear, and you ſhall find, 


When that excule is gone, 
That all my blifs, when Chloe's kind, 
Is fix'd on her alone, 


The god of wine the victory 
To beauty yields with joy; 
For Bacct us only drinks like me, 
When Ariadne's coy. 
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Pon Clarinda's panting breaſt 
The happy Strephon lay, 
With love and deauty jointly preſt 
Jo paſs the time away. 


Freſh raptures of tranſporting love 
Struck ali his ſenſes dumb: 

Be envy'd not the pow'rs above, 
Kor all the joys to come; 

As bees around the garden rove, 
To fetch their treaſures home, 
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Zo Strephon trac'd the fields of love, 
To fill her honey comb : 

Her ruby lips he kifs'd and preſt, 
From whence all joys derive ; 

Then humming round her ſnowy breaſt, 
Strait crept into her hive, 
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T H E wanton God that pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts ; 

But the nymph diſdains to p'ne, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine, 


Farewel lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 
If I'm ſcorn'd, becauſe enjoy'd : 

Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 

To rid me of dull company. 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe, 
J love them much, but more my eaſe ; 

Nor jealous fears my love moleit, 

Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt, 


Why ſhould they e'er give me pain, 
Who to give me joy dildain ? 
All I hope of mortal man, 

Es to love me-+--whilſt he can. 
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1 with deſire, at laſt 
I ventur'd to lay forms aſide; 
*T was | was modeſt, not the chaſte, 
The nymph, as foon as aſk'd, comply'd. 


With am'rous awe a filent fool, 
I gaz'd upon her eyes with fear : 
Speak, love, how came your ſlave fo dull, 
To read no better there ? 


Thus to ourſelves the greateſt foes, 
Altho' the fair be well inchn'd ; 

For want of courage to propoſe, 
By our own folly ſne's unkind. 
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1313 — love be gone, 
' My heart you no more ſhall have; 


With freedom and eaſe 
My ſenſes I'll pleaſe, 
And never be more thy ſlave. 


With whining and piniag 
A lover muſt ſhew his art, 


Profeſſiag 
No bleſſing 


Like gaining the fair one's heart: 
Which once in poſſeſſing, 
Like others canfeſſing, 

He ſoon will be ready to part. 
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1 
But he that the. grape is careſſiug. 
Will always find a true bleſſiug; 
For that never cloys, 
But ripens bis joys, 
And makes him look frolic and gay: 
Than fill up your glaſs, 
And round let it paſs, 
And thus to the god you will ſay: 


Importunate love be gone, 
Thy Quiver is now in vain, : 
With freedom and eaſe f \ 
My ſenſes to pleaſe, 
And nc'er be in love again. 


p 
— nh ht hn tote hen hn nn hn hn hehe he hehehe hee hehe nh 4 tne of 
N 
S O N S. 
J* 2 dark filent ſhady grove, 0 
Fit for the delights of love, 
As ca Corinra's breaſt I panting lay, 
My right hand playing with & cætera. 
A thouſand words and amorous kiſſes, 
Prepar'd us both for more ſubſtantial bliſſes ; Tec 
And thus the haſty moments ſlipt away, 
Loſt in the tranſports of & cætera. 
To 


She bluſh'd to fee her innocence betray'd, 
And the ſma'l oppoſition that ſhe made; 

Let huge'd me cloſe, and with a ſigh did fay, 
Once azore, my dear, once more & cætera. Ha 
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But O the pow'r to pleaſe this nymph was paſt, 
Too violent a flame can never laſt; 
Jo we remitted to another day 
The proſecution of & cztcra, 
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N ancient days I've heard, with horns 
The wife her ſpouſe could fright; 
Which now the hero bravely ſcorns, 
So common is the ſight. 


To city, country, camp, cr court, 
RI” Or whereloe'er he go, 
No horned brother dares make ſport, 
They are cuckoids all a row. 
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N beauty or wit, 
No mortal as yet, 
To queſtion your empire has dar'd; 
But men of d:{cerning, 
Have thought that, in learning, 
To yield to a lady was hard, | 


| Impertinent ſchools, 
ay, With muſty dull rules, 
Have reading to ladies deny'd; 
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$9 Papiis refuſe 
The bible to nſe, 
Leſt Rocks ſhould be wiſe as their guide. 


"Twas a woman at firſt, 
(Indeed the was curſt) 

In knowledge that taſted delight; 
And ſages agree 
The law ſhould decree, 

To the firſt poſſeſſors the right. 


Then bravely, fair dame, 
Renew the old claim, 

That to the whole ſex does belong, 
And let man receive, 
From a ſecond bright Eve, 

The knowledge of right and of wrong, 


But as the firſt Eve 

Hard doom did receive, 
When only an apple had ſhe; 

What a puaiſument now 

Mult be found out ſor you, 


M ho have taſted, and robb'd the whole tree? 
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1 N Chloe's frowns I read my fate, 
Her eyes bid me deſpair ; 

Each action ſhews her rooted hate; 

Oh pain! too great to bear! 


( 1s 2 
When I in tears fall at her feet, 
She'll not one look afford ; 
Nor all the torments I repeat, 
Can gain one tender word, 


Since Chloe's love, alas ! I know, 

It is in vain to crave, N 
Her pity muſt one word beſtow, 

And dying Damon fave. 


Ye lovers happy with the fair, 
O teach me all your art, 

That 1 to joy may change my care, 
And gain my Chloe's heart. 
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N London town there liv'd, well known 
A doctor old and wary, 
A daughter fair was all his care, . 
How to diſpoſe and marry : 
This daughter, the, as all agree, 
Was wond'rous neat and pretty; 
Ye parents dear, I pray draw near, 
And liſten unto my ditty. 


The doctor bent with ſull intent, 
A country *ſquire ſhould have her; 
For he had pence inſtead of ſenſe, 
Which gain'd this old man's favour ; 
The daughter ſhe would not agree; 
This was no match for Kitty: 
H 2 
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Ye maidens all, tao apt to fall, - 
Come lilten unto my ditty, 


A neighb'ring ſpark, a lawyer's clerk, 
This fair maid's heart obtain d; 
With love and truth, the gentle youth 
All her affections gain'd : 
The doctor he would not agree, 
Alas! and more the pity ; 
Ye lovers true, altho' but few, 
Come liſten unto my ditty. 


The *ſquire addreſt, the doctor preſt, 
But could not bring her over; 

She each defies, and both denies, 
Nor will ſhe loſe her lover! 

The lover flew, when this he knew, 
And runs away with Kitty: 

Thus ſoon, my love, I hope to prove 
The ſact of this my ditty. 
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| ha pimps and politicians 
The genius 1s the ſame; 
Both raiſe their own conditions 
On others guilt and ſhame, 


With a tongue well tipt with lies, 

Each the want of parts ſupplies, 

Ard with a heart that's all diſguiſe, 
Keeps his ſchemes unknown, 


E 

Seducing as the devil, 
They play the tempter s part, 

And have, when molt they're civil, 
Moll miſchief in their heart. 


Each a ſecret commerce drives, 

Firlt corrupts, and then connives, 

And by his neighbours vices thrives, 
For they are all his owa. 
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IN Richmond's cool grotto's, reclin'd, 
On a verdaat ſott molly bed; 
Who wou'd to a court be conhn'd, 


When ſuch bliſs is pofleſs'd in the ſhade * 


The Thames that flows ſmoothly along, 
A.witnets to lovers fad pains, 
Inſpires their am'rous tong, 
Aud echo's in rills to their (trains, 


Sweet warble the lark and the thruſh, 
In every field and each grove; 

1 he nighingale too from each buſh, 
Replies to the ſoft cooing dove. 


The zephyrs, that play ?midit the trees, 
Spread a genial tragrauce ar ound, 
And refreth with a tweet cooling breeze, 

The flcw'rs that enamel the ground. 
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The ruſtic, polite and refin'd, 
All nature's vaſt pleaſures in view ; 
New graces ſtill riſe to the mind, 
And tranſports each hour renew, 


Were mortals their ſtations to chuſe, 
In lieu of their paradiſe loſt, 

Each retreat but this they'd refuſe, 
And find it as bleſs'd as the firſt. 
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N vain, fond youth, thy tears give o'er, 
What more, alas! can Flavia do ? 
Thy truth I own, thy fate deplore : 
All are not happy that are true, 


Suppreſs thoſe ſighs, and weep no more; 
Should heaven and earth with thee combine, 
*T were all in vain, fiance my pow'r, 
To crown thy love, mult alter mine, 


But if revenge can eaſe thy pain, 
I'll ſooth the ills I cannot cure; 

Tell that I drag a hopeleſs chain, 
And all that I infli& endure, 
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3 HE welcome ſpring return'd again, 
Hails in the glad'ning ſummer's day ; 
Bids Phœbus bright new gild each plain, 
And paily ſpread his ſmiling ray. 


While all around the ſpacious ſcen?, 
With new blown buds the branches crown's, 


And blooming meadows rob'd in green, 
With early riſing ſweets abound, 


The tuneful lark with early ſong, 
Bids joyful welcome tothe May; 
While o'er the plains the fleecy throng, 
With rural humour ſport and play. 
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The feather'd pairs in lively notes, 
Around the groves harmonious fig : 

An! thrill'd with their melodious throats, 
The woods with joytul echoes ring. : 


The flooding ſtreams, the rip'ning breeze, 
Nor cea{le to glide, or (wittly flow, 

Nor fragrant flowers adorn'd the trecs, 
In pictur'd lancikips ceaſe to grow, 


The lands no more with barren ſcil, 
But fruitful plants are ſpread ange; 
Nature again now ſeems to {inile, 
And on each herb new beauties ſugw. 
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Ulcan, contrive me ſuch a cup, 
As Neſtor us'd of old; 
Shew all thy ſkill to trim it up, 
Damaſk it round with gold. 


Make it fo large, that fill'd with ſack 
Up to the ſwelling brim, 

Vall toaſts, on the delicious lake, 
Like {hips at ſea, may ſwim. 


Ergrave no battle on his cheek, 
With war I've nought to do; 

I'm none of thoſe that took Maeſtricht, 
Nor Yarmcuth leaguer knew, 


Let it no name of planets tell, 
Fix'd tzrs or conſtellations ; 
For I am no Sir Sidrophel, 
Nor none of his relations, 


But carve thereon a ſpreading vine ; 
Then add two lovely boys; 

Their limbs in am'rous folds intwine, 
The type of future joys. 


Cupid and Bacchus my ſaiats are, 
May drink and love (till reign ; 

With wine I waſh away my care, 
And then to love again, 
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Aft me, ſome ſoft and cooling breeze, 
To Windſor's thady, kind retreat, 
Wacre {; lvan 1c2n2s, wide ſpreading trees, 
Repel the raging dog ſtar's heat; 


W here tufted graſs, and molly beds, 
Aﬀoru a rural calm repole ; 

Where woodvines hang their dewy heads, 
Aud tragraat fweets around diſcloſe. 


Old cozy Thames that flows faſt by, 
Along the ſr iling valley plays; 

His graſiy ſurtace chears the eye, 
And thro' the flow'ry meadows ſtrays, 


His fertile banks, with herbage green, 
His vales with ſmiling plenty ſwell, 
Where'er his purer ſtream is wen, 
The Gods ot health and pleaſure dwell, 


Let me thy clear, thy yielding wave 
With naked arm once more divide; 
In thee my glowing boſom ave, 
And item the gently rolling tide, 


Lay me with damalk roſes crown'd 
Beneath ſome uſer's duly ſhude; 

Where water lillies paint the ground, 
And bub,ing ſprings reſreſu t e glade, 


Let chaſt: Clarinda tos be there, 
With azure mantle lightly dreſt; 


— 1 


1 
Ye nymphs, bind up her tiiken hair, 
Ye zephyts, fan her panting breaſt. 


O haſte away, fair maid, and bring 
The mute, the kindly friend to love; 
To thee alone the moſe ſhall fing, 
And warble thro' the vocal grove. 
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Anton Cupid, ceaſe to hover 
Thus around the ſmiling fair; 
Lou exclude a faithful lover 
With your too officious care. 


Whiſp'ring breezes, haſte, begone 
To ſome remoter ſilent grove, 
And leave Al xis here alone 
To tell a thouſand tales of love. 


How I'm charm'd with ev'ry feature, 
That adorns her lovely face! 

How ſhe's ev'ry thing that nature 
Can e'er give with ev'ry grace. 


If ſhe liſtens to my ſtory, | 
And for me hath equal love ; 
I'll not envy human glory, 
But be blelt as thoſe above. 
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Arn' d, and made wile by others flame, 
I fled from whence ſuch miſchiefs came; 
Shunning the ſex that kills at fight, 


I ſought my ſafety in my flight. 


But ah ! in vain from fate we fly, 
For firſt, or laſt, as all mult dic; 
So ' tis as much decreed above, 

That ficit, or laſt, we all muit love, 


My heart which ſtood ſo long the ſhock 
Of winds and waves, like ſome firm rock, 
By one bright ſpark from Mira thrown, 

Is into flame, like powder, blown, 
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As it a dream, or did I hear 
The goddeſs, at whoſe feet I lie, 
With moſt tranſporting words declare, 
She would not have her lover die ? 


If a kind thought my lite to ſave, 

Can gain admittance to your brealt, 
Improve it for your faithful flave, 

And make me more than angels bleſt. 


Lou cannot think, nor can 1 ſpeak, 
What agonies in doubc ariſe ; 
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-Valefſs you mean my heart to break, 


Show me mor: favour in your hes. 


Under fuſpence 1 cannor live, 
In pity let me know my fate: 
It love for love you will not give, 
Be kind, and kill me with your hate. 


©0099 3T0 eps c GO 0 2000 £003 0099 L387 ©080 2007 2009 2900 e 499 2000 0020 0002 0008 ca8C 


9 O N &. 


E al! to conqv'ring beauty bow, 
Its pleaſing pow'r admire 
But I ne'er knew a face till now, 
That like yours could inſpire, 
Now I may ſay, I met with one 
Amazes all mankind ; 
And, like men gazing on the ſun, 
With too much light am blind, 


Soft as the tender moving ſighs, 
When longing lovers meet; 

Like the divining prophets wiſe, 
And like bon roſs 1weet 7 

Modeſt, yet gay; referv'd, yet free; 
Each happy night a bride; 

A mien like awful Lajeſty, 
And yet no ſpark of pride. 


The patriarch to gain a wiſe, 
Challe, Leautiful and young 3 


Ut 


Serv'2 fourteen years a painful life, 
And never thought em long. 

Ah! were you to reward ſuch cares, 
And life fo long could tay 4 

Not fourteen, but four hundred years 
Wouid ſcem but as one day, 
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\ 7 Eicome, welcome, brother debtor, 
To this poor, but merry place, 
Where no bailiff, dunn, nor ſetter, 
Dare to ſhew his frightful face ; 
But, kind fir, as you're a ſtranger, 
Down your garniſh you mult lay, 
Or your coat will be in danger, 
You mutt cithcr lirip or pay. 


Ne'er repine at your confinement 
From your children or your wife; 
Wiſdom lies in true reſignment, 
Thro! the various ſcenes of life, 
Scorn to ſhew the lealt reſentment, 
i ho' beneath the trowns ol fate; 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, 
Fears and cares attend the great. 


Tho? our creditors are ſpiteful, 
And reſtrain our bodies here, 

Uſe will make a goal delighttul, 
Since there's nothing elſe to fear. 


( 126 
Ev'ry iſland's but a priſon, 
Strongly :uarded by the ſea; 
Kings aocd p. inces, for that reaſon, 0 
Pris' ners are as well as we, 


1 


What was it made Alexander 7 
Weep at his unfrienely fate? - 
?T was becauſe he could not wander 
Beyond the world's ſtrong priſon gate. y 
For the world is alſo bounded, 
By the heav'ns and ſtars above ; 
Why ſhauld we then be confounded, 


Since there's nothing free but love? 
OR A AO A AO A eee 
ON. / 
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Eep all ye nymphe, your floods unbind, 
For Strephon s now no mor:; 


Your treſſes ſpread before the wind, T 
And leave the hated ſhore: 
See, ſee, upon the craggy rocks | T 
Each goddeſs ſtript appears; 
They beat their breaſts, and rend their locks, 

And ſwell the ſea with tears. T! 
The God of love, that fatal hour, He 
When this your youth was born, | 
Had ſworn by Styx to ſhew his pow'r, T] 

He'd kill a man e'er morn ; | 
For Strephon's breaſt he aim'd his dart, T 


And watch'd him as he came; 


: ( 127 ) 
He cry'd, and ſhot bin thro' the heart, 
Thy blood thall quench my flame. 


On Stella's lap he laid his head, 
And looking in her eyes; 
He cry'd, remember when I'm dead, 
That I deſerv'd the prize : 
Then down his tears like rivers ran; 
He ſigh'd, you love 'tis true; 
You love perhaps a better man, 
But ah ! he loves not you, 


rr 
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Beggar got a beadle, 
A beadle got a yeoman; 
A yeoman got a prentice, 
a prentice got a freeman: 
The freeman got a maker, 
The maſter got a leale 
The leaſe made him a gentleman, 
And juſtice of the peace, 


The juſtice being rich, 

And gallant in defire, 
He marry'd with a lady, 

And ſo he got a ſquire: 
The ſquire got a knight 

Of courage bold and ſtout; 
The knight he got a lord, 
And ſo it came about, 


6 
The lord, be got an earl, 
is country he forſook, 
He travell'd into Spain 

And there he got a duke: 
The duke, he got a prince, 

The prince, a king of hope; 
The king, he got an emperor, 

I he emperor, a pope. 


Thus, as the ſtory ſays, 
The pedigree did run; 
The pope, he got a friar, 
The friar got a nun: 
The nun by chance did ſtumble, 
And on her back ſhe ſunk; 
The friar he fell top of her, 
And ſo he got a monk. 


The monk he had a ſon, 

With whom he did inhabit, 
Who when the father dy'd, 

The ton becan'e Lord Abbot : 
Lord Abbot had a maid, 

And he catch'd her ia the dark, 
And ſomething he did to her, 
And ſo begot a clerk. 


The clerk he got a ſexton, 
The ſexton got a digger; 

The digger got a prevend, 
The prebend got a vicar; 
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T he vicar got an attorney, 
The which he took in ſnuff; 
T he attorney got a barriſter, 
The barriſter a ruff. 


The ruff did get good counſel, 
Good counſel got a fee; ; 
The fee did get a motion, 
T hat it might pleaded be: 
The motion got a judgment ; 
And fo it came to pals, 
A beggar's brat, a ſcolding knave, 
A crafty lawyer was. 


KK 
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Certain preſbyterian pair 
Were wedded t'other day, 
And when in bed the lambs were laid, 
Their paltor came to pray. 


But firſt, he bad each gueſt depart, 
Nor ſacred rites profane ; 

Fur carnal eyes ſuch myſteries 
Can never entertain. 


Then with a puritanic air, 
Unto the Lord he pray'd : 

That he would pleaſe to grant increat: 
To that ſame man and maid ; 
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And that the huſbandman might dreſs 
Full well the vine his wife; 
And like a vine, ſhe ſtill might t ine 
About him al! her life. 


Sack poſſet then he gave them both, 
And ſaid, with lifted eyes, 

Bleſt of the Lord, with one accord, 
Begin your enterprize. 


The bridegroom then drew near his ſpouſe, 
T'apply prolific balm; 
And while they ſtrove in mutual love, 


The par ſon ſung a pſalm. 
77 Roctochodo Joo Joop opoopodio 
S ON G. 


| Cuckold it is thought 
A moſt reproachful name; 


Since wives commit the fault, 
Whilſt huſbands bear the blame. 


'Tis natural for women 
Such little ſlips to make ; 
And if they were not common, 
How many heads would ake? 


I'll give my wife her humour, 
If ſhe'll but give me mine; 

And tho? I hear bad rumour, 
| wever will repine. 


191 
If ſhe a cuckold make me, 
I'll ſerve her in her coin; 
And may the devil take me, 
It e'er I lag behind, 
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A Dean and prebendary 
Had late a new vagary, 
And were at doubtful ſtrife, fir, 
Who led the better life, ſir, 
And was the better man. 


The dean he ſaid that truly, 

Since bluff was ſo unruly, 

He'd prove it to his face, fir, 

That he had the moſt grace, fir, 
And ſo the fight began, &c. 


Then preb reply'd like thunder, 
And roar d out, twas no wonder, 
Since Gods the dean had three, fir, 
And more by two than he, fir, 

For he had got but one, &. 


Now whilſt theſe two were raging, 
And in diſputes engaging, 
The maſter of the charter 
Said both had caught a Tartar, 
For gods, ſir, there were none, &-, 
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That all the books of Motes 
Were nothing but ſuppoſes ; 
T hat he deſerv'd rebuke, fir, 
Who wrote the Pentatench, fir, 
"Twas nothing but a ſham, &c. 


That as for father Adam, 

And Mrs. Eve his madam, 

And what the ſerpent ſpoke, fir, 

"F was nothing but a joke, fir, 
And well invented flam, &c, 


Thos in this battle-royal, 
As none would take denial, 
The dame for which they ſtrove, fir, 


Could neither of them love, fir, 


Nor neither could convince, &c, 


She therefore {lily waiting, 
Left all three fools a prating ; 
And being in a fright, fir, 
Religion took her flight, fir, 
And ne'er was heard of ſince, &c, 
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Female friend advis'd a ſwain, 

( Whoſe heart ſhe wiſh'd at cafe) 
Make love thy pleaſure, not thy pain, 
Nor lat it deeply (:1z2, 


— 


N 
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E 
Zeauty, where vanities abound 
No ſerious patſion claims; 
Then till a ph nix can be found 
Do not admit the flames. 


But griev'd, ſhe finds that his replies - 
(Since prepofi:1s'd wnen young) 

Take ail their hints from Sylvia's eves, 
None trom Ardelia's tongue. 


Thus, Cupid, of our aim we mil, 
Who wouid unbend thy bow; 
And each flight nymph a phenix is, 

When love will have it 10. 


1 


A Fig for the dainty civil ſpouſe, 
Who's bred at the court, or France; 
He treats his wife with ſmiles and bows, 
And minds not the good main chance ; 
Be Gregory 
The man for me, 
Tho' giv'n to many a maggot; 
For he would work 
Like any Turk, 
None like him e&'er handled a faggot, a ſaggot, 
None like him e'er handled a faggot. 
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Lovely laſs to a fryar came, 
To confeſs in a morning early. 
In what, my dear, are you to blame? 
Now tell to me ſi ucerely. 
I have done, fir, what I dare not name, 
_ With a man who loves me dearly, 


The greateſt fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover. 

You for that crime to Rome mult go, 
And diſcipline muſt ſuffer, 


Lack a day, fir, if it muſt be ſo, 


Pray ſend with me my lover, 


No, no, my dear, you do but dream, 
We'll have no double dealing; 

But if with me you'll repeat the ſame, 
In pardon your paſt failing. 

1. muſt own, fir (but 1 bluſk for ſhame )- 
That your penance is prevailing. 


0 


A Maxim this, amongſt the wiſe, 
That abſence cures a love ſick mind; 
And others who philoſophize, 


Gravely pronounce, that love is blind. 


| l 
Alas! too well do lovers ſee, 
And ſeparated beſt agree. 


Baniſh me from Belinda's fight, 

Or the fond maid far hence remove: 
Our bodies part, our ſouls unite, 

The more we grieve, the more we love! 
Believe the youth you wrongly blame ; 
Abſence adds fuel to the flame, 


Between us burning deſarts place, 

Or trackleſs mountains hid in ſnow : 
Or let the wide unfathom'd ipace 

Of roaring ſeas between us flow ; 


Place or not place them, tis all one, 


Empires have bounds, but love has none. 


Secure us, if you can ſecure, 

On diltant rocks, in tow'rs of braſs ; 
Wh:n faithful lovers moit endure, 

Still molt improv'd their minutes paſs: 
Impriſon her, impriſon me, 
In ſpite of pritons, thought is free. 


Ceaſe then your idle crue! arts, 
call your harih command: 
A deſtiny rules over hearts, 
And who can deſtmy withſtand? 
In vain, alas! is human tk:1il ; 
Lore will be love, do what you will, 
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A Nymph of the plain 
By a jolly young ſwain 
Was audreis'd to be kind: 
But relentleſs I find 
To his pray'rs ſhe appear'd, 
Tno htuvwlelt he endear'd 
in a manner ſo fott, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion to meet. 


How much he ador'd her, 
How oft he implor'd her, 
] cannot expreis; 
But he lov'd to :xcefs, 
And ſwore he ſhould die 
Ii ſhe woul not comply, 
In a anner i« ſoft, o engaging and ſweet, 
As loon might per ſuade her his paſſion to meet. 


While bluſhes like roſes, 
W..ich uature compoles, 
Vermilion'd her face, 
With an ardour and grace, 
Which her lover improv'd, 4 
When he found he had mov'd, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet; 
As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion to meet, 


When wak'd from the joy 
Which their ſouls did employ, 
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From her ruby warm lips 
Ihouſand odours he ſips, 
At tae ſight of her eyes 
He faints and he dies, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As foou might perſuade her his paſuoa to meet. 


But how they ſtall part 
Now becomes all their ſmart, 
ill he vow'd to the fair, 
That to eaſe his own care, 
He would ſee her again, 
And till then be in pain, 
Ia a manner fo ſoft, fo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion to meet, 
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Pedlar proud, as I heard tell, 
He came into a town ; 
With certain wares he had to ſell, 
Which he cry'd up and down: 
And firſt of all he did begin 
With ri, bands, laces, points, or pins, 
Gartering, girdling, tape, or filleting, 
Maids any coney-ſkins. 


I hare of your fine perfum'd gloves, 
Ard made of the beſt doe ſkin; 

Such as young men do give their loves, 
When they their ſavour win: 
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Beſides he had many a prettier thing, Al 
T han ribbands, &c, 
V 
J have of your fine necklaces, 
As ever you did behold ; 
And-of your fiik handkerchiefs, 
That are lac'd round with gold: 
Be ſi des he had many a prettier taing, 
Than ribbands; &c. 


Good fellow, ſays one, and ſmiling fat, A 
Lo ir meaiure does ſomewaat piuch; 1 

Beſide you meaſure at that rate, 
It wants above an inch: 

And then he ſhew'd her a prettier thing, T] 
Than ribbands, &c. 


The lady was pleaſed with what ſhe had ſcen, 0 
And vod and did proted; 

Unlels he'd ſhew it her once again, T 
She ne'er ſhou d be at reſt: 

With that he ſhew'd her a prettier thing, T 
Than ribbands, &c, 

With that the pedlar began to huff, T 
And ſaid his meaiure was good, 

If. that the pleaſed to try his ſtud, 
And take it whilſtirt Rood ; 

And then he gave her a prettier thing, 
Than ribbands, &c. Si 

Good fellow, ſaid ſhe, when you come again 2 


Pray bring good ſtore of your ware; 
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And for new cuſlomers do not ſiag, 
For 1'!] take all and to ſpare: 
With that ſhe hugg'd his prettier thiag, 
Than rivbaads, or laces, points, or &c, 
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A Pox on ſuch fools, let tlie ſcoundrels rail, 
Let 'em boaſt of their liberty: 


They're no freer than we, for the world's a goal, 
And all men priſoners be. | 


The drunkard's confin'd to his-claret; 

The miſer to his (tore : 

The wit to his mule and a garret, - 
And the cully cit to his whore. 


The parſon's confin'd to his pigs, 
The lawyer to hatred and ſtriſe: 

The fidler to's borees and jiggs, 
And the quack to his glitter pipe. 


The church- man's confin'd to be civil, 
The quaker's a priſoner to light: 
The papiſt is bound to the devil, 
And the puritan's fetter'd with ſpite, 


Since old Adam's race are all pris ners like ua, 
Let us merrily quaff and ſing: 

2 s, wiy ſhould we pine for liberty thus, 
When we're each of us free as a king, 
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A Por on the times, 
Let em go 2s they will, * 
T ho' the taxes are grown fo heavy, 
Our hearts are our own, 
And ſhall be 0 ſtiil, 1 
Drink about iy boys, and be merry. 
Let no man deſpair, 
But drive away care, H. 
And drovn all our ſorrow with claret : 
Wel never repine, ++ 
So they give us good wine, 
Let em take all our drof:, we can fpare it. 
We value not chink, 7 
Unleſs to buy drink, 1. 
Or purchaſe us inuocent pleaſure; ; 
When “tis gone, we ne'er fret, Bu 
So we l quor can get, 
For mirth ot itſelt is a treaſure, Li 
No miſer can be 
So happy as 8 . W 
Tho' compais'd with riches he wallow ; | 
Day and night he's in fear, Ca 
And ne'er without care, | 
While nothing diſturbs the good fellow. Bu 
C Ell | 
ome fill up the glaſs, Ar 


| And round let it paſs, 


„ 
For nature doth vacuums decline; 
Drown the ſpruce formal als, 
That's afraid of his face, 
We'll drink till our noſes do ſhine. 


While we've pl-nty of this 
We can ne'er do amiſs, 

*Tis an antidote again our ruin, 
And the lad that drinks moit, 
With honour may boaſt, 

He fears neither death nor undoing, 
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' A Reſileſs lover I eſpy'd, 
That went from place to place, 
Lay down and turn'd from lide to fide, 
And ſometimes on his face; 
But when thoſe med'cines were apply'd, 
In hopes of intermiſſion, | 
Like one that found no eaſe, he cry'd, 
Hath Cupid no phyſician ? 


What do thoſe ladies with their looks, 
Their kifi-s, and their ſmiles ? 

Can no receipt in thoſe fair books 
Repair their former ſpoils ? 

But they complain as well as we, 
Their pains have no remiſſion, 

And when both ſexes wounded be, 
Hath Cupid, &-, 


a” 

Have we ſuch palſies aud luch pains, 
Such fevers and ſuch tits, 

No quick efi-ntial chimick grains, 
No X.iculapian wits ? 

No creature can beneath the fun, 
Prevail in oppoſition, 

And when ſuch wonders may be done, 
Hath, &c, 


Into what poiſons do they dip 
Their arrows and their darts, 
By touching of our fingers ends, 
The paia doth prick our hearts, 
Now I perceive before I get 
Into the inquiſition, 
Death never had a ſurgeon yet, 
Nor Cupid a phyſician, 
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A Silly ſnepherd woo'd, but wiſt not 
How he might his miſireſs' favour gain 
On a time they met, but kiſt not, 
Ever after that he ſu'd in vain : 
Blame her not, alas! tho” ſhe ſaid nay 
To him that might, but fl:d away, 


Time perpetnally is changing, 
Every moment alteratioa brings, 
Love and beauty ſtill eſtranging, 
Women are, alas! but wanton things: 


»»m 
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He that will his miſtreſs favour gain, 


Mutt take her in a merry vein, 


A woman's fancy's like a fever, 
Or an ague that doth come by fits, 
Hot and cold, but conſtait never, 
Even as the-prelent humour hits : 
Sick, an well again, and well and fick, 
In love it is a woman's trick, 


Now (he will, and then ſhe will not, 

Pat her to the trial :f once the ſmile : 
Silly youth, thy fortune ſpill not, 

Liug'ring labours oft themlelves beguile: 
He that knocks, and can't get in, 
His pick - lock is not worth a pin. 


A woman's nay is no denial, 
Silly youths of love are ſerved ſo; 


Put her to a farther trial, 


Hapiy he'll take it, and ſay no; 
For it is a trick which women uſe, 
What moſt they love they will refuſe. 


Silly youth, why doſt thou dally ? 


Having got time and ſeaſon fit, 
Then never ſtand, ſweet, ſhall I ? ſhall I ? 
Nor too much commend an after - wit; 
For he that will not when he may, 
When he will, he ſhall have ray. 
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| 3 . 
| A Soldier and a ſailor, a tinker and a taylor, 
” Had once a doubtful tirite, fir, 

| To make a maid a wife, fir, 

| Whoſe name was Buxon Joan; 

| Whoſe name was Buxom Joan, 

| 


Ne 

For now the time was ended ＋ 

| When the no mere intended T 

| To lick her lips at man, ſir, 1 

| Nor gnaw the ſheets in vain, - 

[| And lie a-nights alone. If 
| The ſoldier ſwore like thunder 

He lov'd her more than pinader ; T 


And ſhew'd her many a ſcar, fir, 
| Which he had brought from far, fir, S 
| I. fighting for her ſake. A 
The tap lor thought to pleaſe her, 1 
By off ring her his meaſure; 1 
The tinker too, with metal, 
Said he would mend her kettle, 
And ſtop up ev'ry leak, 


— 


Bu while theſg three were prating, 
The ſailor lily waiting; HP 
Thought, it it came about, fir, A 
That they ſhould all fall our, fir, 7 
He then might play his part: , 
And jult e'en as he meant, fir, 
To loggzerheads they went, fir, I 
And then he let fly at her 
A ſhot 'twixt wind and water, 
Which won this fair maid's heart, 


| 
| 


or, 
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bo ſpite of love, at length I find 
A miſtreſs that will pleaſe me, 

Her humour free and unconfin'd, 

Both night and day ſhe'il eaſe me; 
No jealous thoughts diſturb my mind, 
Tho?” ſhe's enjoy'd by all mankind ; 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 
"Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you thro?” all ber naked charms 
Her little mouth diſcover, 

Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 
And uſe her like a lover; 

Such liquor ſhe'll diſtiil from thence, 

As will tranſport your raviſh'd ſenſe ; 

Then kiſs and never ſpire it, 

Tis a bottle of good claret. 


But the beſt of all! ſhe has no tongue, 
Submiſhve the obeys me; 

She's truly better old than young, 
And till to ſmi ing ſways me; 

Her ſkin is ſmooth, complexion black, 

And has a moſt delicious ſmack; 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

*Tis a bottle of good claret, 


If you her excellence would taſte, 
Be ſure you ule her kind, Sir, 


Vor. II. R 


4 28 
Clap your hands about ber waiſt; 


And raiſe her up behind, Sir; Al 
As for her bottom never doubt, 'T 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; ＋ 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 

'Tis a bottle of good claret. 5 
ü | 
— rr 
N. 
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1* ſtorms, when clouds the moon does hide, A 
And no kind ftars the pilot guide, 4 
Shew me at ſea; the boldeſt there, | T 


Who does not wiſh for quiet here. 


For quiet (friend) the foldier fights, 
Bears weary marches, fleeplefs nights ; 
For this feeds hard, and lodges cold, 
Which can't be bought with bills of gold. 


Since wealth and pow'r too weak we find, 
To quell the tumults of the mind; 
Or from the monarch's roofs of ſtate, 

Drive thence the cares that round him walt. 


* 
V 
81 


Happy the man with little bleſs'd, 
Of what his father left poſſ:ſs'd; 
Ne baſe deſires corrupt his head, 
* fears diſturb him in bis bed. 


What then in life, which ſoon mult end, 
* Can all our vain deſigus intend ? 

"A From ſhore to ſhore w hy ſhould we run, 

| When none his tireſome ſelf can ſhun? 
| 


* 


— 
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For baneful care will ſtill prevail, 
And overtake us under fail ; 
'Twill dodge the great man's train behind, 
Outrun the roe, outfly the wind. 


If then my ſoul rejoice to-day, 
Drive far to morrow's cares away; 
In laughter let them all be drown'd; 
No perfect good is to be found. 


One mortal feels fate's ſudden blow, 
Another s ling'ring death comes flow ; 
And what of life they take from thee, 
The gods may give to punilh me, 


Thy portion is a wealthy ſtock, 
A fertile glebe, a fruitful flock, 
Horſes and chariots for thy eaſe, 
Rich robes to deck and make thee pleaſe, 


For me a little cell I chuſe, 
Fit for my mind, fit for my mule ; 
Which ſoft content does beſt adorn, 
Shunning the knaves and fools I ſcorn. 
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N vain's the force of femile arms, 
Ia vain their offer'd love, 
Their ſmiles, their airs, nor all their charms, 
My paſſion can remove; 
For all that's fair and good I find 
In Chloe's form, in Chloe s mind. 


Lo 

Let Czlia all her wit diſplay M 

That glitters while it kills, | 

My heart diſdains the feeble ray, 

Nor light nor heat it feels: Al 
For all that's bright and gay I find 

In Chloe's form, in Chloe's mind, H 
Fair Flavia ſhines in gems af gold, 

And. uſes all her arts; as 


Neat richeſt chains my heart can hold, 
Unpiercd by diamond darts: 
For all that's rich and fair 1 find 
In Chloe's form, in Chloe's mind, 


Theſe notes, ſweet Myra, now give o'er, 8 
They once had pow'r to wound; 
When Chloe ſpeaks, they are no more, 
But mix with common ſound: 
A'l grace, all harmony I find 1 
In Chloe's form, in Chloe's mind. 


8 
8. 


Olly mortals, fill your glaſſcs, 
Noble deeds are done by wine: 
Scorn the nympa and all her graces, 
Who'd tor love or beauty pine ? 


Look within the bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand charms you ll find, 
More than Phillis has, tho' going 
In a moment to be kind. 


Alexander hat:d thinking, 
Drank about at council- board : 

He ſubdu'd the world by drinking, 
More than by his conqu'ring ſword, 


F 
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RIS on a bank of thyme. 
With a ſigh, and weeping eye, 
Said to lovely Celamine, 
Let no man your heart ſurprixe, 
Men are all compos'd of lies, 


Tho' a thouſand oaths they ſwear, 
And as many vows repeat; 

All they ſwear, is conmoi air, 
All they promiſe, but deceit. 
Maa was as ver conſtaut yet. 
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Wiſely then preſerve your heart Th 
From the tyranny of fate ; 2 8 

For only they can act their part, 
When love has its return of fate; 


Then repentance comes too late. 2 
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IT T was the charming month of May, 6 

When all the flow'rs were freſh and gay, 
One morning by the break of day, 

Sweet · Chloe, chaſte, and fair, 1 

From peaceful ſlumbers ſhe aroſe, 1 

Girt on her mantle and her hoſe, | 1 
And oer the flow'ty mead ſhe goes, 

To breathe a purer air. . q 

Her looks ſo ſweet, ſo gay her mien, 


Her handſome ſhape, and dreſs fo clean, 

She look'd all o'er like beauty's queen, 
Dreſt in her beſt array. 

The gentle winds and purling ſtream, 

Efſay'd to whiſper Ghloe's name, 

The-ſavage beaſts, till then ne'er tame, 
Wild adoration pay. 


The feather'd people you may ſee, 
Perch'd all around her on a tree, 
With notes of ſweeteſt melody 

They act a chearful part. 
The dull ſlaves on the toilſome plow, 


„ 
Their weary'd neck and knees do bow, 
A glad ſubjsction there they vow, 
To pay with all their heart. 


The bleating flocks that then came by, 
Soon as the charming nymph they ſpy, 
They leave their hoarſe and rueful cry, 
And dance around the brooks : 
The woods are glad, the meadows ſmile, 
And Forth that foam'd and roar'd erewhile, 
Glides calmly down, as ſmooth as oil, 
Thro' all its charming crooks. 


The finny ſquadrons are content, 
To leave their watry element; 
In glazie numbers down the bent, 

: They flutter all along, 
The inſects, and each creeping thing, 
Join'd to make up the rural ring, 

All friſk and dance, if ſhe but ſing, 
And make a jovial throng. 


King Phœbus now began to riſe, 
Aud paint with red the eaſtern ſkies, 
Struck with the glory of her eyes, 

He ſhines behind a cloud: 
Her mantle on a bough ſhe lays, 
And all her glory the diſplays, 
She left ali nature in amaze, 

And ſkipp'd into the wood, 
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Indly, kindly, thus, my treaſure, 
Ever love me, ever charm; 
Let thy paſſion know no meaſure, 
Yet no jealous fear alarm. 


Why ſhould we, our bliſs beguiling, 
By dull doubting fall at odds? 

Meet my ſoft embraces ſmiling, 
We'll be as happy as the gods. 


rr 
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Indneſs hath reſiſtleſs charms, 
All beſides can weakly move; 
Fierceſt anger it diſarms, 

And clips the wings of flying love. 


Beauty does the heart invade, 

Kindneſs only can perſuade ; 

It gilds the lovers ſervile chain, 

And makes the ſlave grow pleas'd and vain. 
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Ately on yonder ſrelling buſh, 
| Big with many a coming roſe, 
This early bud began to blah, 
And did but halt itfelf diſcloſe: 
I plack'c it, tho” no better grown, 
And now you lee how full 'tis blown, 


£:i'] 4s I did the leaves inſpire, 

With ſuci: a purpie light taey ſhone; 
As if they had been made of fire, 

And 'preading fo, would flame anon; 
All that was meant by air or ſun, 
To the young flow'r my breath has done, 


If our looſe breath ſo much can do, 
What may the ſame in forms of love, 
Of pureſt love and muſic too, 
When Flavia it inſpires to move? 
When that which lifeleſs buds perſuades, 
To wax more ſoft, her youth invades ! 
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Avia would, but dare not venture, 
Fear ſo much o'er-rules her paſſion; 
Chloe ſuffers all to enter, 
Subjects fame to inclination: 
Neither's method I adm ire, 
Either is ia love diſpleaſing; 


( 154 
"Chloe's fondneſs gluts defire, J. 
Lavia's cowardiſe is teaſing, 


Czlia by a wiſer meaſure, ; 
In one faithful ſwain's embraces, Th 
'Pays a private debt to pleaſure, 
Yet for chaſte in public'paſles : E 


Fair ones follow Czlia's notion, 
Free from fear and cenſure wholly ; 

Love, but let it be with caution, + 
For extren.es are ſhame or folly. 
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Eave me, ſhepherd, leave me, 
Give o'er your artful wiles, 
Ev'ry look deceives me, 
And ev'ry word beguiles. 
If I yield you ſure will fly, 
I muſt repent and mourn: 
Shepherd 'tis roo ſoon to try, 
W hat 'tis to be forlora, 


Why are you purſuing 

To urge me to ray fate, 
To contrive my ruin, 

And prove yourſelf ingrate : 
If I yield you ſure will fly, 

I mult repent and mourn. 
Still I can't forbear to try, 

What 'tis to be foclorn. 


1 
Joys which lovers borrow, 

Some few ſweet moments make ; 
Years of grief and forrow 

They in exchange muſt take. 
It is a madnelis to be wiſe, 

When Cupid bends his bow; 

Ev'ry ſenſe then open lies 
To entertain the foe, 
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ET a ſet of ſober aſſes 
Rail againſt the joys of drinking, 
While water, tea, 
And milk agree, 
To ſet cold brains a thinking: 
Power aad wealth, 
Beauty, health, 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd.; 
Joys aboand, 
Pleaſure's found, 
Only where the glaſs goes round, 


The ancient ſects on happineſs, 
All differ 'd in opinion, 
But wiſer rules 
Of modern ſchools, 
In wine fix her dominion : 
Power and wea'th, &c, 


( 156 ) 

Wine was the only Helicon, 

W hence poets are long-liv'd 10; 
* was no other main, 
Thai briik champaigne, 

Whence Venus was demv'd toy : 
Power and wealth, &. 


When heav'n in Pandora's box, 
All kinds of ills had ſent us, 
In a merry mood, 

A bottle of good 
Was cork'd up to ceatent us: 

Power and wealth, &c, 


All virtnes wine is nurſe to, 
Of ev'ry vice deſtroyer; 
Gives dallards wit, 
Makes juſt the cit, 
Truth forces from the lawyer: 
Power and weaith, &c, 


Wine ſets our joys a flowing, 
Our care and forrow drow pg, 
Who rails at the bowl, 
Is a Turk in's foul, 
And a Chrittan ne'er hou'd own him 
Pover and wealth, &c, 
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J E T ambition fire thy mind, 
Thou wer't born o'er man to reign; 
Not to follow flocks deſign'd, 

Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain, 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet, 
Thou on neck of kings ſhall tread; 

Joys in circles, joys thall meet, 
Which way e'er thy fancy Lad. 


Let not toil of empire fright, 
Toils of empire pleaſure are; 

Thon fhalt only know delight, 
All the joy,. but not the care, 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the prize, 
For the bleſſiag 1 beſtow, 

Joytul IT] afcend the fkies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below, 
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E T bold ambition lie 
1 Within the warrior's mind, 
Palic honours let him buy 
With flanghter of mankind ; 
To crowns a Gouble right, 


Ley thoulands in their grave, 


( 158 ) 
While wretched armies fight 
Which maſter ſhall enſlave. 


Love tork my beart with ſtorm, 
Let him rule there alone, 
In Charlotte's charming form, 
Still ſi:ting on his throae : 
How will my fovl rejoice, 
At his commands to fly, 
If ſpoken in that voice, 
Or look'd from that dear eye 


To univerſal ſway, 
Love's title is the beſt, 
Well ſhall we him obey, 
Who makes the ſubjects bled : 
If heav'n, for human good, 
Did empire firit deſign, 
Love muſt be underſtood 
To rule by right divine. 
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E T matters of (tate 
Diſquiet the great, 
The cobler has nought to perplex him 
H' has nought but his wite, 
To ruM2 his life, 
And her he can firap if ſhe vex him. 


He's out of the pow'r 
Of ſortune that whore, 


( 159 ) 
Face, ow as he can be, ſhe's thruſt. him: 
From duns he's ſecure, 
For being ſo poor, 
There's none to be found that will truſt him. 
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1 E T ſoldiers fight for pay or praiſe, 1 
24 And money be the miſer's wifn, 
Poor ſcholars Rudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh + 
"Tis wine, pure wine revives ſad fouls; 
Therefore fill us the chearing bowls. 


Let minions marſhal every hair, 

And in a lovers lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear; 

Pure wine is native red and white: 
*Tis wine, &c. 


The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 
That lively which b-fore was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to ſave, 
And kindneſs flows from cups brim-full : 
'Tis wine, &c, 


X 


Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk; 

Some men want wit, and others wealth ; 
But they want nothing that are drunk: 

Tis wine, &c, 
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E T the daring advent'rers be toſs'd on the main, 
— And for riches no danger decline; 
Though with h2zard the ſp. ils cf toth Indies they 
T hey can bring us no treaſure like wine: [ gain, 
Though with hazard, &c. 


Enough of ſuch wealth would a beggar enrich, 
And ſupply great wants in a king: 

*T would ſmooth off a glaſs in a comfortleis wretch, 
And inſpire weeping captives to ſiag: 

'Twanld ſmooth, &c, | 


There's none that groans under a burthenſome life, 
It this ſovereign balſam he gains, 

This will make a man bear all the plagues of a wife, 
And of rags and diſeaſes in chains: 

This will make, &c. 


It ſwells all his veins with a kind purple flood, 
And puts love and great thoughts in the mind ; 
There's no peaſant ſo rank, but it fills with good 
And to gallantry makes him inclin'd: [blood, 
There's no peaſant, &c, 


There's nothing our hearts with ſnch joys can be- 
For on earth *tis a pow'r that's divine; ſwitch, 

Without it we're wretched, tho” never ſo rich; 
Nor is any man poor that has wine : 

Without it, &c, 
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AT the cloſe of the day, 
2 When the bean-flow'r and hay 
Breath'd odours in ev'ry wind: 
Love enliven'd the veins 
Of the damſels and ſwains; 
Each glance and each action was kind. 


Molly, wanton and free, 
Ki!s?d, and ſat on each knze, 
Fond ecſtaſie ſwam in her eyes. 
See, thy mother is near, 
Hark ! She calls thee to hear 
What age and experience adviſe, 


Haſt thou ſeen the blithe dove 
Stretch her neck to her love, 
All gloſſy with purple and gold? 
Ifa kiſs he obtain, 
She returns it again: 
What follows you need not to be told. 


Look ye, mother, ſhe cry'd, 
You inſtruct me in pride, 

And men by good-manners are won, 
She who trifles with all 


Is leſs likely to fall 


Than ſhe that but trifles with one. 


Prithee, Molly, be wiſe, 
Leit by ſudden ſurprize 
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Love ſhould tingle in ev'ry vein: 
Take a ſhepherd for life, 
And when once you're a wife, 
You ſafely may triflz again. 


Molly ſmiling, reply'd, 
Then I'll ſoon be a bride ; 
Old Roger has gold in his cheſt. 
But I thought all you wives, 
Choſe a man for your lives, 
And trifled no more with the reſt, 


1 m_ | # COA 1 2 


FF 
N 8. 


AT VUpton on the hill 

T here lives a happy pair, 
The ſwain his name is Will, 
And Molly is the fair, 
Ten years are gone and more, 
Since Hymen join'd theſe two, 
Their hearts were one before | 
The ſacred rites they knew, / 
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Since which auſpicious day, 1 
Sweet harmony does reign, 

Both love, and both obey, ＋ 
Hear this, each nymph and ſwain, 

1t haply cares invade, * ＋ 
As who is free from care, | 

T h' impreſſion's lighter made, | Br 
By taking each a ſhare. 
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12 
Pleas'd with a calm retreat, 
Theyve no ambitious view, 

In plenty live, not ſtate, 

Nor envy thoſe that do. 

Sure pomp is empty noiſe, 

And cares increaſe with wealth; 
T hey aim at truer joys, 
Tranquillity and health, 


With ſafety and with eaſe, 
Their preſent life does flow, 
They fear no raging ſeas, 
Nor rocks that lurk below, 
May till a Ready gale 
Their little bark attend, 
And gently fill each fail 
Till life itſelf ſhall end. 


* 
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AT Wincheſter was a wedding, 
The like was never ſcen, 

Twixt luſty Ralph of Reading, 

And bonny black Beſs of the green: 
The fiddlers were crowding before, 

Each Jaſs was as fine as à queen: 
There was a hundred and more, 

For all the whole country came in ; 
Briſk Rabin led Roſe ſo fair, 

She look'd like a lily of the vale, 
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And ruddy-fac'd Harry ted Mary, 
And Roger led bouncing Noll. 


With Tommy came ſmiling Katy, 
Ile help'd her over the tile, 
And ſwore there was none lo pretty, 
Ia forty and forty long mile: 
Kit gave a green gown to B-tty, 
And lent her his hand to riſe; 
But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty, 
For looking blue under the eyes: 
Thus merrily chatting all, 
They paſs to the bride-honſe along, 
With Johnny and pretty fac'd Nancy, 
The fairelt of all the throng. 


The bridegroom came cut to meet 'em, 

Afraid the dinner was fpoiPd, 
And uſker'd 'em in to treat em, 

With bak'd, and roaſted, and boil'd. 
The lads were fo frolick and jolly, 

For each had his love by his fide ; 
But Willy was melancholly, 

For he had a mind to the bride : 

Then Philip begins her health, 


And turns a beer-glaſs on his thumb, 


But Jenkin was reckon'd for drinking 
The beſt in Chriſtendom. 


And now they had din'd, advancing 
Into the midſt of the hall, 

T he fidlers (truck up for dancing, 
Ard Jeremy led up the braw], 


( 165 } 
But Margaret kept a quarrel, 
A laſs that was proud of her pelf, 
'Cauſe Arthur had ſtolen her garter, 
and ſwore he would tie it himſelf; 
She ñruggl d, and bluſu d, and frownzd, 
and ready with anger to cry, 
"Cauſe Arthur in tying her garter, 
Had ſi ꝓt his hand too high, 


And now ſor throwing the ſtocking, 
Thebride away was led; 

The briaegroom got drunk, and was knocking. 
For canales to light em to bed: 

But Robin finding him ſiilv, 
Molt friendly took him aſide, 

The While that his wife with Willy 
Was playing at hooper's hide: 

And now the warm game begins, 
The critical minute was come, 

And chatting, and biiling, and kiſſing, 
Went merrily rouad the room. 


Pe: t Strephon was kind to Betty, 

And blithe as a bird in tue ipring; 
And Tommy was fo to Katy, 

And wedded her with a ruſh-riag : 
Suckie, that danc'd with the cuſhion, 

An hour fron the room had been gone, 
And Barnaby knew by her bluſhing, 

[ hat tome other dance? had been done: 
And thus of firty fair maids, 

T hat came to the wedding with men, 
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Scarce five of the fifty were left ye, 


That fo did return again. 
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Ua vsrus crown'd with majeſty, | 
His weighty cares removing, T 
Beheld this world, but nought could ſpy, 82 
Worth royal thought, but loving: | 
A ſynod of the gods appear, 
And vote their ſacred ſenſe : 
That none but the div:neſt fair 
Should bleis the greateſt prince. 
Sophronia their command obeys, / 
Sophronia their chief bleſſing ; : E 
With dove like innocence, her face 
Was ſweet beyond expreſſing; 
A time commanding beauty moſt, F 
While the world laſts, be fine; | 
And when the world is ſhook to duſt, e 
The ſun will ceaſe to ſhine, 
I cannot blame thee : were I lord 1 
Of all the wealth thoſe breaſts afford, 
I'd be a miſer too, nor give + 


An alms to keep a God alive, 
Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, 
On theſe cold looks that lifeleſs air; | 


- 
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Prize him whoſe boſo m glows with fire, 
With eager love and ſoft deſire. 


»Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid ! 
To life can bring the filent ſhade : 
Thou canſt ſurpaſs the painter's art, 
And real warmth and flames impart, 
But oh! it ne'er can love like me, 
I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee : 
Then, charmer, grant my fond requeſt, 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 


* ore „enn. 
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Ua sri, art thou mad, 
To let the world in me 
En vy joys I never had, 
And cenſure them ia thee ? 


Fill'd with grief for what is paſt, 
Let us at length be wile, 

And the banquet boldly taite, 
Since we have paid tue priat, 


Love does eaſy ſouls deſpiſe, 
Who loie tnemielves tor toys, 

And eicape for thole devile, 

Wha talte his utmdit joys, 


To be thus for trifles blam'd, 
Like theirs a tolly is, 
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Who are for vain ſwearing damn'd, 
And knew no higher bliſs. 


Love ſhould like the year be crown'd 
With ſweet variety ; 

Hope ſhould in the ſpring be found 
Kind fears and jealouſy. 


Ia the ſummer, flowers ſhould riſe, 
And in the autumn fruit; 

His 1pring doth elſe but mock our eyes, 
And in a ſcoff ſalute. 


Ss O N G. 


He. A Wake, thou faireſt thing in nature, 
How can you fleep when day does break? 
How can ycu ſleep, my charming creature, 
When all the world you keep awake ? 


She. What ſwain is this that ſings ſo early 
Under my window, by the dawn ? 

He. Tis one, my dear, that loves you-dearly ; 
Therefore in pity eaſe my pain. 


She. Softly, elſe you'll wake my mother, 2 
No tales of love the lets me hear, 

Go tell your paſſion to ſome other, 

Or whiſper ſoſtly in my ear. 
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ile. How can you bid me love another, 

Or rob you of your beauteous charms ? 
Dis time you were wean'd from your mother, 
You're titter for your lover's arms, 


SQ -N-- Go. 


A Wake, ye drowſy ſwains, awake, 
Behold the beauteous moraing break; 
Avrora's mantle grey appears, 
And harmony ſalutes the cars, 


The lark has ſoar'd a wond'rous height, 
And, warbling, wings her airy flight ; 
T ne birds, ſort-hroouing o'er their neſts, 
Inſtruct their young from tuneful breaſts. 


A thouſand beauties fill the plains; 
Each twig affords mrlodious (trains; 
I hro' ev ry eaſtern tree and buſh, 


The virgin day appears to bluſh, 


Already Damon with his crook 
Attends his flock at yonder brook ; 
Ihe charming Chloe's by his fide, 
Of all the nymphs the ſhepherd's pride. 


Unhap py fluggards in their beds, 
With parched throats, and aching heads, 
Have ſhut out day, and all its bliſs, 

Jo revel in a ſtrumpet's kits : 
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While rural ſwains enjoy the morn, 
And laugh at ev'ry courtier's ſcorn, 
Nor envy their voluptuous way ; 


But, while they ſleep, enjoy the day. A 
Th 
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e with ſorrow and whining, 
Your rival is mighty, 'tis true; 
But can there be reaſon in pining, 
While the fair is conſtant to you? 


What thoꝰ ſhe's in the midſt of danger ? 
Virtue's the ſhield of her heart; 
No flatt'ry, no threats can change her, 
Who's proof againſt terror and art. 


The honeſt, the innocent lover, ++ 
May reſt, or travel unarm'd; 

W hat creature will veature to move her 
By whom the creation is charm'd ? 


When Horace was heedleſsly ſtrayiag 4 
In his Sabinian grove, 1 
A wolf, intent upon preying, 
Paſs'd by, and did homage to love. 


( 178 ) 
$0 NG. 


Way with ſuſpicion, 
That bane to deſire; 
The heart that loves truly, all danger defies ; 
w The rules of diſcretion 
But ſtifle the fire; 
On its mecit alone, true beauty relies. 
What a folly to tremble, 
Leſt the lover diſſemble 
His fire? 
Turtles that woo, 
Bill and coo, 
While we enjoy 
We muit be true, 
And to repeat it is all, 
All! we can deſire, 
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A Wk hero, Marlbro' riſe ! 
Sleepy charms I come to break * 
Hither turn thy languid eyes ; 


Lo ! thy genius calls, awake, 


Well ſurvey this faithful plan, 
Whichrecords thy life's great ſtory ; 
Tis a ſhort but crowded ſpan, 
Full of triumphs, full of glory, 


( 172 } 
One by one the deeds revicw : 
Sieges, batties, thick app<ar ; 
Formr wonders loit in n<w, 
Greatiy fill each pompous year, 


This is Blenheim's crimſon 5:14, 


Wetwith go:e, with ſeughter ltaiu'd 


Here retiring iqvadrons yield, 
And a vluociels wreach is gain'd, 


Ponder in thy God like mind 


ali the wonders thou bait wrought ; 


Tyrants, from their pride declin'd, 
Be the ſubject of thy thougar, 


Reſt thee here, while life may lat : 
Th” utmoſt bliſs to man a:low'd, 
Is to trace his actions paſt, 
And to fiud 'em great and good. 


But tis gone O mortal born 
Swiſt the fading ſeenes remove 

Let 'em paſs with noble ſcorn: 
Thine are worlds which rol! above. 


Poets, prophets, heroes, kings, 
Pleas'd, thy ripe approach toreſce ; 

Men who acted wond'rous things, 
Tho' they yieid in tame to three, 


Foremoſt in the patriot band, 
Shining with diltinguith'd day, 

See thy tr:end Godolphin ſtand ! 
Sce! he beckons thee away. 


A 


* 


"1 93-3 
Yonder ſeats and fields of light, \ 
Let thy raviſh'd thought explore: 
Wilhing, panting for thy flight! 
Hall an angel, man no more. 


S O N G. 


Eauty be no more ſo coy, 
Nor-look for high-priz'd courting ; 

Still to gaze and not enjoy 

Is but a heil of (porting, 
For he who fan ies any face, 

He proves his own vexation, 
Unleſs he can ſubdue the place, 

And take fuil ſatis fact on, 


To doat on one, where thouſands are, 
J is held a wilful madueſs; 
For when they know you tor them care, 
They triumph in your ſadneſs, 
Then fit not ſighing day and night; 
For one that proves ſo hollow ; | 
But caſt her of, and ſeem to flight ! 
O then ſhe'll fly to follow. | 


Give me the lady that is free, 
That nceds no tedious woding ; 
Not as Platonics ſeem to be, 
But ſtraizhtway fall to doing, 


67 

For who doth compliment and court 
And takes no other diet, 

May ſtarve before he comes to ſport, 
Or keep his miſtreſs quiet. 
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Acchus muſt now his power reſiga, 
B I am the only God of wine ; 

It is not fit that rogue ſhould be 

In competition ſet with me, 


Who can drink ten times more than he, 


Make a new world, ye pow'rs divine, 
Stock it with nothing elſe but wine ; 
Let wine its only product be, 

Let wine be earth, be air, and ſea, 
And let that wine be all for me. 


Let other mortals vainly wear 

A tedious hfe in anxious care : 
Let the ambitions toil and think, 
Let ſtates or empires ſwim or fink, 
My ſole ambition is to drink, 
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aechus one day gaily ſtriding 
On his nevec- failing tan, 


Sne 


* 


( 1s ) 
Sneaking empty pots deriding, 
Thus addreſs'd each toping ſoa : 
Praiſe the joys that never vary, 
And adore the liquid ſhrine ; 
All things noble, gay, 2nd airy, 
Are perform'd by gen'rous wine, 


Ancient heroes, crown'd with glory, 
Gwe their noble riſe tome ; 
Poets wrote the flaming ſtory, 
Fir'd by my divinity ; 
If my influence is wanting, 
Muſic's charms but flowly move; 
Beauty too in vain lies panting, 
Till I ll the ſwain with love. 


If you'd crown the lafting pleaſure, 
Mortals this way bend your eyes; 
From my ever-flowing treaſure 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs ariſe, 
Here's the ſoothing balmy bleſſing, 
Sole diſpeller of your pain 
Gloomy ſouls from care releaſing : 
He who drinks not, lives in vain, 
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Eauty and love once fell at odds, 
And thus reviPd each other: 
Quoth love, I am one of the Gods, 
And thou wait'ſt on my mother: 


s 
Thou had'ſt no power on man at all, 
But what I gave to hee; 
Nor are you longer tweet or fair, 
Than men acknowledge me, 


Away, fond boy, then beauty cry'd, 
We know that thou art blind: 

And men of nobler purts, when try'd, 
Our graces better find: 

*T was I begot the mortal ſnow, 
And kindled mens deſires; 

I made thy quiver and thy bow, 
And wings to tan thy fires, 


Cupid in anger flung away, 
And thus to Vulcan pray'd, 
Tha: he would tip his thaft with ſcorn, 
To puniſh this proud maid ; 
So ever ſince beauty has been 
But courted for an hour 
To love a day is held a fin 
Gainſt Cupid and his power, 
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1 you rover, 
For ſhame give aver, 

You play the lover 

So like an als; 
You are for ſtorming, 
You think you are charming, 
Your faint performing 

We read ia your face, 


9 
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* us drink and be merry, 
Dance, joke, and rejoice, | 
With claret and cherry, 
Theorbo and voice: 
The changeable world 
To our joy is unjuſt, 
All treaſure's uncertain, 
Then down with your dud: 
In frolics diſpoſe | 
Your pounds, ſhillings, an pence, 
For we ſhall be nothing 
An hundred years hence. 


We'll kiſs and be free 
With Moll, Betty, and Nelly, 
Have oyſters, and lobſters, 
And maids by the belly: 
Fiſh dinners will make 
A laſs ſpring like a flea, 
Dame Venus (love's goddeſs) 
Was born of the ſea ; 
With Bacchus and with her 
We'll tickle the ſeuſe, 
For we ſhall be paſt it 
An hundred years hence, 


Your moſt beautiful bit, 
T hat hath all eyes upon her, 
That her honeſty ſells 
For a hautgoult of honour; 
Vor. Il, M 


* 
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Whoſe lightneſs and brightneſs But 

Doth ſhine in ſuch ſplendor, A 
That none but the ſtars 

Are thought fit to attend her: 
Tho? now ſhe be pleaſant, 

And ſweet to the ſenſe, 
Will be damnable mouldy 

An hundred years hence, 


| The uſcrer that 
| In the hundred takes twenty, 
Who wants in his wealth, 

And pines m his plenty; 
Lays up for a ſeaſon 

Which he ſhalt ne'er ſee, 
The year one thouſand 

Eight hundred and three: £ 
His wit and his wealth, 

His-learning, and ſenſe, 
Shall be turned to nothing 

An hundred years hence. 


Tour chancery-lawyers, — 1 
\Whoſe ſubtilty thrives, 
kn ſpinniog out ſuits 
To the length of three lives; 
Such ſuits which the clicnts 
Do wear out in flavery, 
Whilſt pleader makes conſcience 
A cloak for his kuav'ry: 
May boaſt of his ſubtility 
In th' preſent tenſe, 


— 
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But non eſt inventus 
An hundred years hence. 


Then why ſhould we turmoile 
In cares and in fears, 
Turn a'l our tranquillity 
To ſighs and to tears? 
Let's eat, drink, and play, 
Till the worms do corrupt us, 
'Tis certain poſt mortem 
Nulla voluptas: 
Let's deal with our damſels, 
That we may from hence, 
Have broods to ſucceed us 


An hundred years hence, 


FFF 
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ET's be jovial, fill our glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis ſor us to think 
How the world is rui'd by aſſes, 
And the wiſe are ſway d by chink. 


Let not ſuch vain thoughts oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a fnare: 

We are all as rich as Crœſus, 
Drink away, and drive off care, 


Wine will make us frzſh as roſes, 
And our ſorrows quite forget ; 


M 2 


( 
Come let's fuddle all our noſes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. 


When grim death is looking for ns, 
We're carouſt:g o'er our bowls, 
Bacchus joiuing in the chorus, 
Cries, Death begone, here's none but ſouls, 


Godlike Bacchus thus comandi g. 
Tremblin death away ſhall fly, 

Ever after uaderſta ing, 

Dri king fouls can never die, 


ith. 4 hs tt ett. i. . Meth 
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if ET's dri k. my friends, while here we live, 
he fleeting moments as they paſs 
T his ſilent .dmonition give, 

T' ic2zprove our time, and puſh the glaſs. 


When once we've enter'd Charon's boat, 
Farewcll to drinking, joys divine, 

Theres not a drop to wet our throat, 
The grave's a cellar void of wine, 
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FS? all my thoughts and dream, 
She's all my pleafure and my pain: 
Liberia's all that I eſteem, 


And all I fear is her diſdain, 


0 

Her wit, her humour, and her face, 
Pleaſe beyond all I felt before; 

Oh! why can't I admire her leſs ; 

Or dear Liberia love me more, 


Like ſtars, all other female charms 

Ne'er touch my heart, but feaſt mine eye ; 
For ſhe's the only {un that warms, 

With her alone I ll live and die. 


Immortal pow'rs, whoſe work divine 
Iaſpires my ſoul with ſo much love, 

Grant your Liberia may be mine, 
And then I (hare your joys above. 
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Y friend and I, ue drank whole piſs pots 
Fall of ſack up to the brim : 
I drank to my friend, and he drenk his pot: 
So we began our drunken whim ; 
Three bottles and a quart 
We ſwallow'd Cown vur throat 
(But hang ſuch puny ſips as thele ;) 
We laid vs all along, 
With our mouths unte the bung, 
And tipp'd holz hoytheads of with eafe, 


* 


heard of a ſop that drauk whole tankards, 
Stil'd aimſ:!t the prince of tots : 
But hang tuch ily puny drunbards, 
Melt their flaggons, break their pots, 
M5 8 


„ 
My friend and 1 did join 
For a cellar full of wine, 
And we drank the vintner out of door ; 
We drank it all up 
In a morning at a fup, 
Ang greedily rov'd about for more. 


My friend to me did make this motion, 
Let vs to the vintage ſkip; 
Then we embark'd upon the ocean, 
Where we found a Spaniſh ſhip, 
Deep laden with wine, 
Which was ſuperfine ; 
The ſailors ſwore five hundred tun; 
We drank it all at fea, 
Ere we came unto the key, 
And the merchant ſwore he was quite undone. 


My friend, not having quench'd his thirſt, 
Said, let us to the vineyards haſte: 
Strait then we ſail'd to the Canaries, 
Which afforded juſt a taſte : 
From thence unto the Rhine, 
Where we drank up all the wine; 
Till Bacchus cry'd, Hold ye ſots, or ye die! 
And ſwore he never found, 
In his univerſal round, 
Such thirſty ſouls as my friend and I. 


Out fie! cries one, 
What a bealt he makes him, 
He can neither ſtand nor go. 
Out you beaſt, you, you're much miſtaken, 


Wh 


But 


le. 
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When er knew you a beaſt drink ſo? 
' is when we drink the leaſt, 

That we drink moſt like a beaſt; 
But when we carouſe it fit in hand, 

'Tis then, and only then, 

That we drink the moſt like men, 
When we drink 'till we can neither go nor ſtand. 
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Y goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair, 
As lily ſweet, as ſoft as air, 
Let looſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charms, 
and to my love give freſh alarms. 


Oh! let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 
Tho ſacred lightning from them flies; 
Shew me that ſoft, that modeſt grace, 
Which paints with charming red thy face. 


Give me ambroſia in a kiſs, 

That I may rival Jove ia blifs, 
That I may mix my ſoul with thine, 
And make the pleaſure all divine. 


O hide thy boſom's killing white, 


(The miiky way is not ſo bright) 
Leſt you my raviſh'd ſoul opprets, 
With beauty's pomp, and ſweet cxcets, 


Why draw'ſt thou from the purple flog: 
Of my kind heart the vital blood 
3 o 


( 184 ) 
Thou art all over endleſs charms; 
O! take me dying to thy arms. 


*>> +> >>» >> 0 +Þ > +Þ:2 >Þ > >Þ jo >Þ = >Þ 0 >» +3. ee. 


8. 


OT the blooming April ſeaſon 
Can relieve my aching heart; 

Spite of all the force of reaſon, 

Still I a a frantic part: 
As the canker eats the roſes, 

And the ſpringing green deſtroys, 
So deſpair my reſt oppoſes, 

And conſumes my riſing joys. 


Ev'ry valley, field and mountain, 
Flow'ry plain and verdant grove, 
Warbling bird and ſparkling fountain, 

Minds me of my luckleſs love: 
When the cowſlip I diſcover, 

Springing o'er the primroſe fair, 
Thee (L ſigh) my gentle lover 

Would have cropt to deck my hair, 


If I ſadly fit reflecting 
By ſome bloomy hawthora tree, 
All my ſorrows recollecting. 
Love, I cry, reſembles thee : 
He all flow'ry can appear, 
To conceal his poiton'd Cart; 
But the wretch that truſts him near, 
Craſps a thcrn, and wounds the heart. 
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OW all my friends are laid in grave, 


And nothing they have left me, 
But a mark a year my mother gave, 
By which for to protect me: 


Vet I live on the leaguer ſtill, 


As brave as any lady, 
And ail is with a mark a year, 
The which my mother gave m2, 


I have my pimps at my command, 
My coach upon me tencing ; 
If any one be cut or ſlaſh'd, 
Or any one offending, 
They'll bear me Hut of all the rout, 
As brave, &. 


My high commode, my damaſk gown, 
Lac'd ſhoes of Spanith leather, 
A filver bodkin in my head, 
And a dainty plume of feather, 
I'll take tobacco with a grace, 
As brave, &c, 


A lord, a knight, a gentleman, 
Is welcome to my oven; 
The finical courtier with his tricks, 
Whole beard's but newiy ſhaven; 
All's one to me, whoe'er he be, 
He's welcome fill as may be: 
God-a mercy mother, tor thy gift, 
It's 2 portion for a lady. 


1 
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No fly, Diicretion, to my aid, 
See haughty Myra, fair and bright, 
In all the pomp of love array'd; 
Ah! how I tremble at the fight! 
She comes, ſhe comes before ber all 


Mankind does proſtrate fall. 


Love, a deſtroyer fierce and young, 
Advent'rous, terrible, and ſtrong, 

Cruel and raſh, delighting ſtill to vex, 
Sparing nor age, nor ſex, 

Commands in chief; well fortify'd he lies, 
And from her lips, her cheeks and eyes, 
All oppoſition he defies. 

Reaſon, Love's old invet'rate foe, 

Scarce ever reconcil'd till now, 

Reaſon aſh is her too, 


A wiſe commander he, for counſel fit; 
In modern ſyriod, nor appear'd of late 
In courts, nor camps, nor in affairs of ſtate ; 
Reaſon proclaims them all kis foes, 
Who ſuch refiltleſs charms oppoſe. 
My very boſom friends make war 
Within my breaſt, and in her intereſts are: 
Eſteem and judgment with ſtrong fancy joir. 
To court, and call the fair invader in ; 
My darling fav'rite inclination too, 
All, all conſpiring with the foe. 
Ah! whither ſhall I fly to hide 
My weakneſs from the-conqu'ror's pride 
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Now, now, diſcretion be my guide. 
But ſee, this mighty Archimedes too, 
Surrenders now, 

Preſuming longer to reſiſt, 
His very name 
Diſcretion muſt diſclaim; 
Folly and madneſs only would perſiſt. 
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N W God be wi' old Symon, 


For he nade cans to many a one, 

And a good old inan was he; 

And Jenkin was his journeyman, 

And he could tipple off ev'ry can; 
And thus he ſaid to me: 

To whom drink you, Sir knave, 

Turn the timber like the lave; 

Ho !: jolly Jenkin, 

I ſpy a knave in drinking, 

Come, troll the bowl to me. 
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OW. Phebus fiaketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong and welcome jelt, 
Midnight ſhout, and revelry, 
Tipſy dance, and jollity : 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
- Dropping odours, dropping wine, 


(198; } 
KRigour now is. gone to bed, 

And advice with ſcrup'lous head; 
Strict age, and ſowre (;ver:ty, 

With their grave {a vs, in tlJumver lie. 
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New the hungry lions rcar, 
And howling wolves behold the moon; 
Now the heavy ploughmen ſaore, 
After daily labour's done. 
Trip it, trip it, trip it ſoftly round, 
Ever ſacred be this ground. 


Now the brands of fire do glow, 

Whilſt the ſcreech owl, ſcreeching loud, 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe, 

In remembrace of a ſhroud. 

Trip it, &c. | 


Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves are g ping wide, 
Every one lets forth his ſpright, 

In the church way paths to glide. 
Trip it, &. 


And we fairies, that do run, 

By the tripic Eccate's team, 
From the pre{:nce of the tun, 
Following darknets like a dream. 
Trip it, &:, 


— — — 
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Tho! we fro'ick, let no mouſe, 
Or boding bird, or beaſt ot prey, 
D.iturb the quiet of this houſe, 
But downy licep bring on the day, 
Trip it, &a. 


Weaving ſpiders come not near, 
Spotted ſnakes do no offence: 
Bretles black, approach nat here: 
Worm and {nail, bz far from hence. 
Trip it, &. 


By the dead and Crowſy fire, 
Ev'ry elf and fairy ſpright 
Hop, as little bird from bry'r, 
Nimbly, nimbly, and as light. | 
Trip it, &c, | 
| 


—— 


{ Now join all your warbling notes 
In chorus of ſweet harmony, 
Strain alond your fairy throats, 
Sing and dance it trippingly. 

Trip it, &c. 


Hand m. hand, with fairy grace | 
We will ſing, and bleſs this place; | 
May plenty, paſtime, and ſweet peace, | 
Daily in this houſe increaſe. | 
Trip it, trip it, trip it ſoftly round, | 
Ever ſacred be this ground, 
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Come, dear fatal hour! 
And all my woes remove: 

Des th, lead me to thy bow'r, 
1 o which thou'ſt ſeat my love. 


There mixt with happy ſhadows, 
Once more our ſouls ſhall join; 
In bleſt Elyſian meadows, 
I'll live for ever thine, 


S O N G. 


Cupid, why art thou purſuing 
Such endleſs deſigns on my heart, 
To make me fo fond of my ruin, 
And doat on the cauſe of my ſmart; 


In vain do I ſtrive to remove her, 
Affection to reaſon is blind; 

In ſpite of her failings I love her, 
She's charming tho” falſe and unkind, 


Done und Undone. 


S O NG. 


Fie! what na I, fooliſh maid, 
In this remote and filent ſhade, 
To meet with you alone? 
My heart does with the place combine, 
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And both are more your friends than mine: 


Oh! I ſhall be undone, 


A ſavage beaſt I would not fear ; 
Or, ſhou'd I meet with villains here, 
I to ſome cave would run: 
But ivch inchanting arts you ſhew, 
F-car.not ſtrive, I cannot go: 
Oh ! I ſhall be undone, 


Ah! give thoſe ſweet temptatioas o'er, 
Il touch choſe dang'rous lips no more; 
What, mult we yet fool on ? 
Ah! now I:yield; ah! now I fall; 
And now I have no breath at all; 
And now I'm quite undone, 


I' ſee no more your tempting face ; 

Nor meet you in this dang'rons place; 
My fame's for ever gone. 

But fame, to ſpeak the truth, is vaia, 

And ev'ry yielding maid does gain, 
By being io undone, 


In ſuch a pleaſing ſtorm of bliſs, 
To ſuch a bank of paradiſe, 
Who wou'd not ſwiftly run? 
If you but truth to me will ſwear; 
We'll meet again, nor do I care 
How oft Lam undoae, 
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Grant me, kind Bacchus, 
The God of the vine, 
Not à pipe nor a tun, 
f But an ocean of wine, 


f With a ſhip that's well man'd \ 
| With ſuch rare hearted fellows, 
£ Who ne'er left the tavern p 


For a porterly ale houſe. 


Let the ſhip ſpring a leak, 1 
To let in the tipple, | 
Without pump or long- boat, J 


To ſave ſhip or people: 
So that each jolly lad 


May always be bound, 8 
Or to drink, or to drink, | 
Or to drink, or be drown'd, . 


When death does prevail, 
It is my d ſign . 
To be nobly intomb'd 
In a wave of good wine: 
So that living or dead, 
Both body and ſpirit, 
May float round the world | 
In an ocean of clarct. 
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Eauty and wit, illuſtrious maid, 
Bright as to you belong, 
Charm all mank'nd, without the aid 
Of ſoft meledious fong, | 


Why will you add, enchanring fair, 
The magick of your voice, 

By which in us you cauſe deſpair, 
Yet make our fate gur choice, 


In vain to tempt Laertes' heir 

Their ſongs the Syrens try'd; 

But cou'd their notes with thine compare, 
He muſt have heard, and dy'd. 


Sing on, bright maid, repeat each flrain, 
Tho? in each ſtrain's a dart; 
We die by pleaſure, not by pain, 

While thus you pierce the ge 
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Zauty is not what I pray, 
I aſk no ſhining graces 


Celia has another way, 

Without the tricks of faces, 
So our humours till agree, 
Kind heaven, it's enough for me. 


Vor. II. N 


( 194 ) 


Mere fruition is a joy Ap 
But of a momTent's laſting, He 
Fruit that doth ſo quickly cloy, Sh 
It ſurfeits but with taſting * At 
No true bliſs in love we find, Sh 
Unleſs two bodies ſhare one mind. Vw 
G1 
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E. 

Efore the urchin well cou'd go, 5 


She ſtole the whiteneſs of the ſnow, 
And more, that whiteneſs to adorn, * 
She ſtole the bluſhes of the morn: 
Stole all the ſweetneſs zther ſheds 
On primroſe buds and vi'let beds, 


She ſtole the graces ſilken ſmiles ; 


. She ſtole Aurora's balmy breath, 


And pilfer'd orient pearl for teeth; 


Still to reveal her artful wiles, | 
4 
\ 
k 
The cherry dipt in morning dew, ' 


Gave moiſture-to her lips and hue. 


8 
Theſe were her infant ſpoils, a ſtore, b 
And ſhe in time ſtill pilfer d more, N 
At twelve, ſhe ſtole from Cyprus' queen, h 
Her air, and love commanding mien ; 

Stole Juno's dignity, and ſtole 


From Pallas, ſenſe, to charm the ſoul. 


( 295 ) 
Apollo's wit was next her prey ; 
Her next, the beam that lights the day; 
She ſung—amaz'd the Syrens heard, 
And to aſſert their voice appear d: 
She-play'd—the muſes from their hill, 
Wonder'd who thus had ſtole their {kil!. 


Great Jove approv'd her crimes and art, 
And t'other day the ſtole my heart, 

If lovers, Cupid, are thy care, 

Exert your vengeance on this fair; 

To tryal bring her ſtolen charms, 

And let her priſon be my arms. 
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Ehold, and liſten, while the fair £ 
Breaks in ſweet ſounds the willing air, 
And with her owa breath fans the face, 
Which her bright eyes do firſt inſpire. 
What reaſon can that love controul, 
Which more than one way courts the ſoul ? 


So when a flaſh of lightning falls 

On our abodes, the danger calls 

For human aid, which hopes the flame 

To conquer, though from heaven it came; 
Butit the winds with that conſpire, 

Men ſtrive not, but deplore the fire. 


N 2 


(86) 
S O N G. 


hold the ſweet flo vers around, bs 
With all their bright beauties they wear, 
Vet non: on the plains can be found 
$9 lovely, ſo lovely as Celia is fair, 
$0 lovely as Celia is fair. For 
Ye warblers, come raiſe your ſweet throats, 0 


No longer in ſilence remain, 

O lend a fond lover your notes, 
To ſoften, to ſoften my Celia's diſdain, 
To ſoften my Celia's diſdain, 


Oft times in your flow'ry vale, 


I breathe my complaints in a ſong, ( 
- Fair Flora attends the ſad tale, 
And ſweetens the borders along, 10 
| 4 
C | But Celia, whoſe breath might perfame Bu 


| The boſom of Flora in May, 


. Still frowning pronounces my doom, 
| Regardleſs of all I can (ay. 7 
. OO I Toon ny o 
| I S ON G. ce 
| Ehold 1 fly on wings of ſoft de ſire, : of 


Whilſt gentle zephyrs waft me on; 
' Eager as when a bridegroom all on fire 
Longs for the company to be gone 


* 
* 


* 


60) 
She bluſhing flies the pleaſure, 
He ruſhing graſps his treaſure, 
Till with mutual readernefs each other they warm. 
Since Phebe's my guide, 
And love does preſide. 
Each monarch, tho' great, 
Wou'd envy my ſtate, 
For ſhe, ſhe alone has the power to charm. 


— epnnte rib ee rdn ne rppege ths 
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35 my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart you ve won: | 
Believe my vows to you ſiucere, 
Or Peggy I'm undone. 


You ſay ['m fickle, and apt to change» 
At every face that's new; 

But, of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


My heart was but a lump of ice, 
Till warm?:. by your bright eyes; 
But ab ! it kindled in a trice- 
A flame which never dies. 
Come, take me, try me, and you'll find, 
That I've a heart-that's true, 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


Ng. 


( 198 ) 
S O N 6 


Bade. ſee from yonder flow'rs 
The bee flies loaded to its cell ; 
Can you perceive what it devours, 
Are they impair'd in ſhew or ſmell ? 


So tho? I robb'd you of a kiſs, 
Sweeter than their ambrofial dew, 
Why are you angry at-my bliſs, 
Has it at all impoveriſh'd you ? 


*Tis by this cunning I contrive, 
In ſpite of your unkind reſerve, 

To keep my famiſh'd iove alive, 
Which you inhumanly would ſtarve, 


— — „%%. 
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Elinda! with affected mien, 
Tries all the pow'r of art, 

Yet finds her efforts all in vain, 

Io gain a fingle heart: 

Whilſt Chloe, in-a- different way, 
Has but herſelf to pleaſe, 

And makes new conquelts every day, 
Without one borrow'd grace. 


Belinda's haughty air deſiroys 
What native charms inſpire ; 


9 


(199 } 
While Chloe's artleſs ſhining eyes 
Set-all the world on fire: 
Belinda may our pity move, 
But Chloe gives us pain; 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into love, 
Her ſiſter frowas in vain, 
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32 pride's an arrant cheat, 
A fooliſh artifice to blind; 
Some honelt glance that ſcorns deceit 
Does ſtill reveal her native mind. 


With look demure, and forc'd diſdain, 
She idly acts the ſaint ; 

We ſee thro' this diſguiſe as plain 
As we diſtinguiſh paint. 


So have I ſeen grave fools deſign, 
With formal looks to paſs for wile; 
But nature is alight will thine, 
And break thro' ail diiguiſe. 


— . 


S: O' N. 8. 


12 a beech's grateſul ſhade 
Young: Colin lay complaining ; 
N 4 


My Peggy, I muſt love thee. 


( 200 
He figh'd, and feem' to love a maid, 
Without hopes of obtaining: 
For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, 
Tho? pity cannot move thee, 
Tho' thy hard heart gives no relief, 
Yet, Peggy I muſt love thee. 


Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, 
That thus you cruelly uſe him? 
If love's a fault, tis that alone 
For which you ſhould excuſe him: 
Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais d this flame, 
This fire by which I languiſk ; 
*Tis thou alone eanſt quench the ſame, 
And cool my ſcorching anguith, 


For thee I leave the fportive plain, 
Where every maid invites me; 

For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only flights n. e: 

This love that fires ray faithful heart 
By all but thee's commended, 

Oh! wouldſt thou act ſo good a part, 
My grief mightfooh be ended. 


That beanteous breaſt, ſo ſoft to feel, 
Seem'd tenderneſs all over; 
Vet it defends thy heart like Ree), 
*Gaink thy deſpairing lover. 
Alas! tho' it ſhould ne'er releat, 
Nor Colin's care ne er move thee, 
Yet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, 


\ 
* 
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38 a cooling ſhade 
Young Strephon ſought relief, 

The flowers around his head 

Pin'd, conſcious of his grief. 
Fond, fooliſh wretch, he cry'd, 

J love and yet deſpair; 
Purſue, tho” itill deny'd 

By the too cruel fair, 


The courtier aſks a place, 
The failor tempts the ſea,. 
The miſer begs increaſe, 
Love only governs me. 
Nor honour, wealth, nor fame, 
Can like ſoft tranſports move, 
On earth tis bliſs ſupreme, 
And heaven is but to love. 


r een. 


S ON G. 
Eneath a cypreſs lying. 


Young Damon told his pain, 
While hollow rocks replying, 
Prolong'd the mourntul ſtrain; 
The falling rills combining, 
In murmurs ſweetly flow, 
"And winds in conſort joining, 


Compos'd melodious woe, 


B 
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O Cupid! dear deceiver, 
Tron caute of all my care! 
O tel] me, mult Tleave her, 
For ever laſe my fair? 
Ah! ſay, what habitation 
Conccais her from my eyes? 
I'd range the whole creation, 
10 rind the lovely prixe. 


In all the works of nature, 
Her equal none can view, 

No ſpices e er were {weeter, 
No turtle dove 1o true: 

The ſmile, which mora diſcloſes, 
Her eyes induigent ſhed ; 

The bluth ot op'ning roſes 
Adorns her cheeks with red. 


But thou, the guardian cruel, 
With whom was lodg'd my ſore, 

Haſt far remov'd my jewel, 

To bleſs my .ſigbt no more: 

Yet when the fates convey me. 
To Fluto's gloomy thade, 

When rage and angu:ſh ſlay me, 
My gboſt ſhall ſerve the maid, 


Shall, when ſhe ſleeps, befriend her, 

And all ber ſlumbers guide, 

Shall, when ſhe wakes, attend her, 
And hover near her ſide. 

Thus, all alone, lamenting, 


The lover preſs'd the plain, 


( 203 ) 
While winds, their murmurs venting, 
With tribute paid the ſwain, 


When ſtraight his ears alarming, 
A uymph was heard to lay, 
(No mulick ſweetly charming 
Such notes could e'er convey :) 
Ceale, ceaſe, no more afflict thee, 
But give thy mind content, 
I'll to the fair direct thee ; 
He bow d, obey'd, and went, 
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3833 a gloomy ſhade, 
For:unhappy lovers made, 

The poor deſpairing Lycidas was laid, 

While drooping turtles cooing ſtood 

On the green branches of the duſky wood; 
The mournful flutes contend in vain | 
Jo lull ais cares, to cafe his pain, 
His pain and cares thus force him to complaia; 


Ah, heedleſs ſhepherds! guard your hearts 
From woman's fatal eyes, 

They wound us ſtill with poiſon'd darts, 
And he that's wounded dies : 


Their form and face, like ſeas ferene, 
Still promiſe only joy: 

But oh the ſhelves, their hearts within, 
Are certain to deliroy, 


( 204 ) 


Ah ! let my fate thy. wreck prevent, | * 
Nor venture from the ſhore: 
But here the hapleſs ſhepherd, ſpent T 
In ſighs, ſunk down, and ſaid no more, 
S ON 6. 


| | mag ſhady willow, 
Hard by a purling ſtream ; 
A moſſy bank my pillow, 
I-fancy'd in a dream, YL 
That I the charming Phillis A 
Did eagerly embrace: 
Her breaſt as white as likes, . 


And Roſamonda's face. « 
What extaſtzs of pleaſure- 

She gave, to tell's in vain, 7 
When with the hidden treaſure \ 

She- bleſs'd her am'rous ſwain - 
Could nought-but joys diſcover, 

And I my dream believ'd ; ] 
J fo con'd fleep for ever, d 

And till be fo deceiv'd. 

| 

But when I wak'd, deluded; 1 


And found all.but a dream; 
T fain won'd have eluded 
The melancholy theme. 


1 

Ye Gods ! there's no enduring 
So exquilite a pain; 

The wound is paſt all curing, 

That Cupid gave the ſwain. 


30 . 


Bride a ſtream repining, 

la pride of beauty ſhining, 
The coquet Alma lay: 

Young Strephon came to find her, 

And vow'd to make her kinder, 
Or weep his ſoul away. 


His dear at length eſpying, 

He ſeiz'd her hand, and ſighing. 
Thus made his fond complaint; 

Ah! tell me, fair onkindeſt, 

What pleaſure *tis thou findeſt 
In giving fo mach pain 


Your eyes, 'tis true, ſecurely 

Maintain their power, yet ſurely 
You will not let me die; 

Let a kind inclination 

Anſwer my long try'd paſſion, 
And with my wiſh comply. 


The nymph, not ſore unwilling, 
Cu d hear of wounds aad ki! ling, 
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Nor thought it much to ſtay: 
But when, no more of dying, 
His talk was of complying, 

She roſe and fl:d away. 


The ſwain too roſe, purſuing, 
Yet ſoon he ſtopt, and viewing, 
The nymph was out of fight : 
Piſh! ſaid he, why this pother? 
I can but find another 
Thavs ev'cy whit as bright. 
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Etty early gone a maying. 
Met her ſweetheart Willie ſtraying; 
Deſign or chance, no matter whether, 
But this we know, he reaſon'd with her, 


B 


Mark, dear maid, the turtles cooing, 
Fondly billing, kindly wooing; 
See how ev ry buſh diſcovers 
Happy pairs of feather'd lovers. 


Or in ſiaging, or in loving, 

'Ev'cy moment (titl improving: 

Love and nature wiſely leads 'em : 
Love and nature ne'er miſguides em. 


See how the op'ning bluſhiag roſe, | 
Does all her ſecret charms dilclole ; , 
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Sweet's the time, ah! ſhort's the meafure 
Of our fleeting, halty pleaſure. 


Quickly we mult ſnatch the bliſſes 
Of their ſoft and fragrant kits ; 
To-day they bloom, they fade to-morrow, 
Droop their heads, and die in ſorrow, 


Time, my Beſs, will leave no traces 
Of thoſe beauties, of thoſe graces ; 
Youth and love forbid our ſtaying; 
Erve and youth abhor delaying, 


Deareſt maid,!. nay, do not fly me, 
Let your pride no more deny me; 
Never doubt your faithful Willie, 
There's my thumb, I'll ne'er beguile thee, 


DD 2 
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Bird of May, 
Leave the ſpray, 

Fly to the Grove, 
Wake my love; 
O there the dove 
Slumb'ring lies! 
Warble an air 
Till the fair 

Speaks a paſſion with her eyes, 


— 


| 


| 


[ 
1 
: 
; 
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But if my grief 
Finds no relief, 
Whiſper her, that Thyrſis dies: 
Bird of May, 
Keep the ſpray, 
Keep the ſpray; 
Bird of May, 
Chloe ſmiles, my ſoul'sall gay, 
Chloe ſmiles, &c, 


I, 0; Loc man e 
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: Ere I laid on Greenland's coaſt, 
And in my arms embrac'd my laſs, 
Warm amidſt eternal froſt, 

Too ſoon the half year's night would paſs. 


Were I fold on Indian ſol, 

Soon as the burning day was clos'd, 
Iwould mock the ſultry toil, 

When on my charmer's breaſt repos'd ; 


I would love you all the day, 
Ev'ry night we'd kiſs and play, 

If with me you'd fondly tray 
Over the hills and far away, 


Sh 


Ah 


e/. 


( 209 ) 
Ss O N G. 


O Had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain! 
In Roſalinda's ſight to feed 
My ſheep upon the plain; 
How happy would thoſe days have palt 
Which now are fill'd with woe? 
You envious pow'rs! why have you plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low ? 


How ſottiſh cuſtom over rules 
The force of nature's law ! 

Begun, and carry'd on by fools, 
It keeps mankind in awe: 

Nature to rule the world defign'd 
The generous and the fair, 

But cuſtom has the ſway confin'd 
To ſuch that weaithy are. 


Eich charm in Roſalinda's face 
Convincingly Ceclares, 

None can, but for the ſecond place, 
Contend when ſhe appears. 

Then *cauſe blind fortune has not thrown 
Her favcurs in her way, 

Shall I her ſov'reignty diſown, 
And ſcruple to obey ? 


Ah! No: — Dominion is her due, 
The right which nature gave; 
Vor. II, 0 


f 


(10) 
Let him who dares diſpute, but view, 
Her eyes, —and be her ſhve; 
And may the world, convinc'd by me, 
Before the charmer fall, 
WW hoſe beauty makes her fit to be 
knowledg*d queen of all. 
15 rs no g d queen ot a 3 
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O London is a dainty place, 
A great and gallant city$ 
For all the ſtreers are pav'd with gold, 
And all the folks are witty. 


And there's your lords and ladies fine, . 
That ride in coach and fix ; 

That nothing drink but claret wine, 
And talk of politics, 


And there's your beuux, with powder'd cloaths, 
Bedaub'a from head to chin; 

Their pocket holes adorn'd with gold, 
But not one ſouſe within. 


And there the Engliſh actor goes 
With many a hungry belly; 

While heaps of gold are fore'd, God wot, 
On Signior Farinelli. 


And there's yorr-dames, of dainty frames, 
With {kins as v bite as milk; 


- 


(ann ) 
Dreſs'd every day in garments gay, 


Of ſatin and of ſilk. 


And if your mind be ſo inclin'd, 
To have them in your arms; 

Pull ont a handſome—purſz of gold, 
They can't reſiſt its charms, 


++ 


S O N G. 


Love ! what cruel pangs are theſe, 
The cold effects of warm deſire; | 
Whoſe agonizing tortures freeze, 
Tho' ſprung from your prevailing fire? 


Her abſence gave exceeding pain; 
But when from that | hop'd relief, 

You fili refolv'd I nould complain, 
With jealouſy augment my grief, 


Too bitter is the-lover's part, 
When ſever'd trom his tair one's eyes; 
But if he's baniſh'd from her heart, 


Stzbb'd with deſpair, at once he dies, ' | 


(212 
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O My heart, my heavy, heavy heart, 
Swells as't would burſt in twaia ! 
No tongue cn cer deſcribe its ſuart; 
Nor I conceal its pain, 


Blow on ye winds, deſcend foft rais, 
To ſooth my tender grief: 

Your ſolemn mulic lulls my pain, 
And yields me ſhort relief, 

O my heart, &. 


In ſome lone corner would l fit, 
Retir'd from human kiad; 

Since mirth, nor ſhow, nor ſparkling wit, 
Can eaſe my anxiovs mind. 

O my heart, &c, 


The ſun which makes all nature gay, 
Torments my weary eyes, 

And in dark ſhades | paſs the day, 
Where echo ſleeping lies. 

O my heart, &c. 


1 he ſparkling ſtars which gayly ſhine, 
And glittering deck the night, 

Are all fuch cruel foes of mice, 
I ſicken at their ſight, 

O my heart, &:, 


The gods themſelves their creatures over 
Who do their aid implore ; 


( 213 ) 
O learn of them, and bleſs the nymph 
Who only you adore. 
O my heart, &z, 


The ſtrongeſt paſſion of the mind, 
The greateſt bliſs we know, 
Ariſes from ſucceſsful love, 
If not the greateſt woe, 
O my heart, &;. 
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O Say what is that thing call d light, 
W hich I mult ne'er enjoy? 
What are the bleſliags of the fight, 
Tell me your poor blind boy, 


You talk of wond'rous th'ngs you le: : 
You ſay che fun ſhines bright, 

feel him warm; but how can ae 
T hen make it day or night? 


My day or night myſe'f I male, 
Whene er | wake or pay: 

And could lever keep awake, 
With rae 'twere always da, 


W:th heavy ft iis 1 often heir 
You mourn my hopeleſs wor ; 
But ſure with patizace | may beat 

AlcisS1ac'er can now. 


O 3 


1 
Then let not what I cannot have 0 
My chear of mind deſtroy; 
Whilſt taus I fing, lama king, 
Although a poor blind boy ! 


. oÞpodueſpmodm od ned media oÞnoÞoþn 
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O F all occupations 
A toper s far the beſt, 
For when the world's affairs run croſs 
Good liquor gives him reſt. 8 
And a toping we will go, will go, will go, 
And a toping we will go. : 


Here's to thee, honeſt Jack, my boy, 
This wine will chear our heart; 
And if the bottle's almoſt out, x 
We'll call for t'other quart, 
And a toping, &c, | 


What tho? your ſober ſneakers 
Call jolly topers ſwine ; 

Becauſe they wallow in the dirt, (1 
And we do ſwim in wine: 

And a toping, &c 


The muſic that deligh.s us moſt, 
Is when the bar bell rings; 
For when the wine's got in our heads 
We fancy that we're kings. 
And atoping, &c. 


* . 
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Good liquor drives away all cares 
Which do perplex mens lives ; 
For when we've drank our courage up, 
We fear no ſcolding wives. 
And a toping, &c, 


We'll drink at morn, at noon, at night, 
The glaſs ſhall ſtill go round: 
And when we cannot fit upright, 
We'll drink upon the ground. 
And a toping, &c. 


See how the ſhining ſparkles riſe, 


When you fill your glaſſes high: 
Tho? gouty pains attack our limbs, 
We'll drink until we die, 
And a toping, &c. 


The lover lives by Czlia's ſmiles, 
And if ſhe frowns he dies ; 
But what are woman's ſmiles cr frown: 
To jolly driaking boys. 
And a toping, &c. 


et miſers heap up ſordid gold, 


To pleaſe their greedy ſouls; 
We value not their maſs of dirt, 
Give us but flowing bowls. 

And a toping, & 2. 


Let Whigs and Tories plaguz their heads 


To ſettle ſtate affairs, 


O 4 
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We'il drink and ne'er regard their noiſe, 
If we live a thouſand years. 7 
But a toping, &c. 
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] 
O F all our fond diverſions, ; ] 
A hunter is the beſt, 
In ſpite of wars and party jars, 
That ſport has ſtool the teſt. An 


And a hunting we will go, &:. . 


Of Nimrod, and of Eſau, 
What gallant feats they tell! 
On foot they follow'd hunting, 
They lov'd the ſport ſo well, H. 
And, &c, 


| | He« 
O hadſt thou, brave Actron, 


But minded more thy game, 
T ou ne'er hadſt paid ſo dearly, 
For peeping at — that ſame. EL 
And, &:, 


Herſelf, Diana, goddeſs, 
The pride of female race, 
Prefer'd to am'rous fooling 
The pleaſures of the chaſe, If 
And, &. 


Orion, fooliſh hunter, ( 
Lur'd by a petticoat, | 


( 217 ) 

la the mid chaſe he loiter'd, 

Aud ſo his fate he got. 
And, &, 


But after his diſaſter, 
He's m:de a heav'aly ſign, 
That he at lealt may view the ſport 


He can no longer join. 
And, &. 


And hence it is we hunters 
Ne'er break or leg ot arm; 
For this our fellow iportſman 
Protects us all from harm. 
And, &c, 


Had Dido not lov'd hunting, 
The am'rous Trojan brave 
Her highneſs ne'er had ſolac'd 
In Juno's friendly cave. 
And, &c, 


Euripides, had hunting 
Been lov'd but like thy books, 
The hounds had not devour'd thee, 


They know a ſportſmaa's loo ks. 
And, &c, 


If friend, you're call d a hunting, 
Throw all your books aſide, 
( The poet thus adviſes) 
And mount your horſe and ride. 
And, &c, 
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*Eriſk action cures the vapours, 
Th' eſſect of lazy ſloth, 

And muſic makes u; cheerful, 


So hunting's good for both. 
And, &c, 


The ſport of hunting renders 
Our days ſo ſweet and long, 

It makes us better reliin 

Our glaſſes and a ſong, 
And, &c, 


Our laws prohibit hunting 
To the plebcian race, 

Nor is it meet the vulgar 

Should royal iports debaſe. 
And, &c, 


The Britiſh kings are hunters 
And frequent in the chaſe, 
They fear no more than we do, 
A weather-beaten' face. 

And, &. 


Then fill a ſparkling bumper, 
III take it off with glee, 

To all our brother hunters, 
In courſe his majeſty. 

And a huming, &c, 


SI 
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F all th: girls in our town, 
Or black, or yellow, or fac, or brown, 
With their ſoft eyes, and faces ſo bright, 
Give me a girl that's blythe and gay, 
As warm as June, and as ſweet as May, 
With her heart free and faithful as light, 
What lovely couple than could be, 
So happy and ſo bleſt as we? 
On whom eternal joys wou'd ſmile, 
And all tne cares of life beguile, 
Entranc'd in bliſs each rapturous night, 


S O NG. 


O F all the girls that are ſo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Saily; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And the lives in our alley: 
There is no lady in the land 
Is half fo ſweet as Sally: 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


Her father he makes cabbage-nets, 
And thro? the ſtreets does cry em; 
Her mother ſhe ſelis laces long 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy em; 
But ſure fuch folks could ne'er beget 
So tweet a girl as Sally; 


68 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


When ſhe is by, I l-ave my work, 
1 love her ſo ſincerely; 

My maſter comes, like any Turk, 
And bangs me molt ſeverely : 

But let him bang his belly full, 
I'f bear it all for Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
Ard ſhe lives in cur alley. 


Of all the days are in the week, 

I deurly love but one day; 

And that's the day that comes betwixt 
The Saturday and Monday: 
For then I'm dreſt in all my bei, 

To walk abroad with Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And the lives in our alley. 


My maſter carries me to church, 
And often 1 am blamed; 

Becauſe I leave bi.» in the lurch, 
As ſoon as text is named 1; 

I leave the church in termon time, 
And flink away with Sally; 

She is the arling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley, 


When Chriſtmas comes about again, 
Oh then Iſhall have money; 

I'll hoard it up, and bex it all, 

And give it o wy honey: 
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wou'd it were ten thouſand pounds, 
I'd give it all co Sally, 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And the lives ia our alley. 


My maſter, and the neighbours all, 
Make game of me and Sally ; 
And (but for her) I'd better be 
A 1.ve, and row a galley : 
But when my ſeven long years are out, 
Oh then I'il marry S4ll;; 
Oh ! then we'll wcd, and then we'll bed, 
But not in our alley. 
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O F all the joys we ere p ſſeſt, 
Love and wine are ſtill the beſt; 

Sweet ey they by turns controul, 

Wine the heart, and love the ſoul, 

Wealth and power do ſtrive in vain, 

Equal happineſs to gain, 

Wine ſuperior joy doth prove, 

And in ſober ſeaſons, love, 

Of all joys we e'er poſſeſt, 

Love and wine are till the beſt, 
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0 Fall the lads in L:ndon town, 
here's none | love like Johnny, 
Ile walks io itate'y on the ground, 
I like him for my honey; 
And none but him Le'er will wed, 
So long's my name is Sally. 
I stil will dreſs me in my belt, 
In fpite of ail our alley, 


There's Nan and Sne, thoſe wicked jades, 
Wio live in our alley, 


They laugh, and flaunt, and loud they cry, 


Look there goes ragged Sally; 
But let them know, tho” they ſay ſo, 
That I have floce of money, 
And tan an hundred pounds below 
On John, my deareſt honey. 


'Tis true, my father deals in nets, 
My mother in long laces ; 
But what of that, if Johnny's pleas'd, 
'T wont hinder our embraces ; 
For Johnny he does often ſwear, 
He dearly loves his Sally. 
And for our neighbours, 1 don't care, 
We will live in our alley, 


There is one day in every week 
T hat Jobnny does come to me, 
And then I own 1 am well plezs'd, 
Weben he does kils and woo me: 
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Then in the fields we walk acd talk, 
He calls me deareſt Sally. 
T love him, and l' have him too, 
In ſpite of all our alley. 


His cheeks are of a crimſon red, 
Black eye brows he does carry, 
His temper is fo ſweet and good, 
For Johnny I will tarry. 
Tho' all the neighbours ſpite us ſore, 
Cauſe Johnny loves his Sally; 
But I love J.hany till the mare, 
And a fig for all the alley. 


Old women grurrbl-, and the maids. 
Are all in love with Jo'inny, 
Their guts to fiddle ſtrings they fret, P 
vet he'll not leare his honey; 
At Midſummer his time is out, 
Then hind in hand with Sally, 
Unto the parſon we will go, 
In ſpite of all our alley. 
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F all the plagues in human life, 
A ſhrew is ſure the worſt; 
Scarce one in ten that takes a wife, 
But with a ſhrew i; curſt. 
Since then the plague in marriage lies, 
Who'd ruſh upon his fate ? 
When he for freedom, bondage buys, 
And iti] repents too late, 
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O F all the tcrments, all the cares, 
With which our lives are curs'd,. x ] 
Of all the plagues a lover bears, B 


Sure rivals are the worſt: 

By partners of another kind, 
AM Rions eaſier grow; 

In love alone we hate to find B 
Companicns of our woe, 


E. 
Cynthia, for all the pains you ſee 
are lab'ring in my breaſt. 
I beg not you wou d ſavour me, 
Wou'd you but flight the reſt: H 
How preat ſoe'cr your rigours are, 
With them alone I'll cope; H 
I can endure my own deſpair, 
But not another's hope. 
ECK cc ho col cke coho ofa cots | VI 
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O F all the trades, from eaſt to weſt, 
T he cobler's pit contending ; 
He's lib e in time to preve the beſt, * 


Who ev*ry day is mending. 


How great his praiſe who can amend 
The ſoals of all his neighbours ? 

Nor is unmiodſul of his end, B 
But to his laſt ſtill labours. v 
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Lab not what you ought to ſmother ; 
Honour's laws fhould ſacred be: 
Boaſting favours from another, 
Ne'er will favour gain with me, 
Ne'er will favour gain with me. 


But, inſpir'd with indignation, | 
Sooner I'd lead apes in hell, | 
Ere I'd truſt my reputation | 
With ſuch fools as kits and tell, | 
With ſuch fools as kiſs and tell. | 


He who finds a hidden treaſure, 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal: 

He whom beauty crowns wth pleaſure, 
Cautious ſhoul@ his joy conceal, 
Cautious ſhould his joy conceal. 


N Hm with whom my heart I'll venture, 
Shall my fame from cenſure fave ; 
One where truth and prudence center, 
And as ſecret as the grave, 5 
And as ſecret as the grave. 


7 
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Landuſia! nymph of th's fair ſpring, 
Appear, while we your virtues hag ; 
Vor. II. P 
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While ſwelling notes do raiſe your name, 1 

And flowing numbers ſpread your fame. A 
| R. 

See ! round your wells we thronging ſtandd Ste 


Now gently wave your ſacred wand, 
And touch the yielding mountain's brow, 
And let your healing waters flow. 


They cure the thinking matron's ſpleen, 
The longing virgin's ſickly green; 

Cool the good fellow's glowing veins, 
And purge a raving poet's brains, 


You mingle with em pureſt air, 
Which ſtreams from hills that touch the ſky 
'T hat ſpacious valley yields the fare, 
Which feeds the vaſt luxurious eye. 


The greateſt dainties here we ſge ! 2 
Delicious villa's, ſweeteſt groves; 
Each thing in full maturity, A 


Which courts the eye, or fancy moves. 


With what varieties the bright, 

The noble Thames regales the ſight ! 
Cover'd with barks with plenty brings, 
The ſweets of zephyr's laden wings. 


His gliding by Ely ſian fields, 
In frequent twines ſtrange pleaſure yields; 
And thoſe ſo near fair wat'ry plains, 
Where ride ſuch royal fleets of ſwains. 
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Two chiefs, I've ſeen, with pleaſing pain, 
A long and bloody fight maintain; 
Ruffled and under ſail, like Jove, 
Stemming the ſtronget᷑ tide of love. 
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Leſs, mortals, -bleſs the cheating light, 
That flows from Czlia's eyes; 
For never did a ſtar ſo bright 
In beauty's heaven riſe: 
And whilſt a crown's uncaſy weight, 
And all the mighty toils of ſtate, 
She ſoftens with-her charms, 
Bleſs, bleſs the happy monarch ia her-arms, 


Who lives that does not yield to love, 
And oft his joys renew? 
And yet how few in kings approve 

What they themſelves purſue ? | 
The murm'ring crowd themſelves afford 
The pleaſures they deny their lord, 
Thoe' love is empire's only dower, 
To recompence the ſlavery of power. 
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Leſt as th' immortal Gods is he, 
The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 
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e 


| 
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1 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſ nile! 
So ſpoke and ſmil'd the eaſtern maid ; 
(Like thine, ſeraphic were her charms} 
That in Cireaſſia's vinzyard ſtray'd, 
And bleſt the wiſeſt monarch's arms. 


A thouſand fair of high deſert, 

Strove to enchant the am'rous king; 
But the Circaſſian gain'd his heart, 

And taught the royal bard to ſing. - 
Clarinda thus our ſong inſpires, 

And claims the ſmooth and ſofteſt lays : 
But while each charm our boſom fires, 


Words ſeem too few to ſound her praiſe, 


Her mind in evry grace compleat, 
To paint, ſurpaſſes human ſkill : 
Her majeſty, mixt with the ſweet, 
Let ſeraphs ſing her, if they will. 
Whilſt wond'ring, with a raviſh'd eye, 
We all that's perfect in her view 
Viewing a ſiſter of the (ky, 
To whom an adoration's due. 
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Fondly loving, 
Conſtant moving, 


Leſt with my Sylvia, life proves a pleaſure, 
But from my treaſure tis nought but pain, 
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Sweetly flou ing, 
Smiles beſtowing ; 
With joy then, Sylvia, fly to your lover, 
You'll there diſcover 
How much you reign ; 
If then you find my ſoul ſincere, 
Why thould you fly me, what cn you fear? 


DD 0 O on- 
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Low, blow, thou winter's wind; 

Thou art not ſo unkind 

As man : ingratitude. 
Thy tooth is not fo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 

Altho thy breath be rude, 
Heigh ho! ſing, heigh ho! unto the green holly ? 
Molt friendſhip is feigning, moſt loving mere folly : 


Then heigh ho, the holly ; 
This life is moſt jolly, 


Freeze, ſreeze, thou bitter (ky, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 

As benefits forgot. 
Tho” thou the waters warp, 
Thy ſing is not ſo ſharp, 

As friends remembred not, 
Heigh ho! ſing, &c, 


P.z- 
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Low on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rains 
To ſooth my tender grief: 
Your ſolemn muſick lulls my pains, 
And gives me ſhort relief. 


In ſome lone corner would Iſit 
Retir'd from human kind; 
Since mirth, nor ſhow, nor ſparkling wit 
Can pleaſe my anxious mind. 


- The ſun, which makes all nature gay, 
Torments mv weary eyes: 

And in dark ſhades I ſpend the day, 
Where echo ſleeping lies, 


The ſparkling ſtars, which gaily ſhine, - 
And ghitt'ring deck the night, 


| Are all ſuch ervel foes of mine, 
1 ficken at their ſight, 0 
. 
Ss O N G. 
Come follow, follow me, 


Ye fairy elves that be, 
Come follow Mad your queen: 
And trip it o'er the green; 

Hand in hand we'll dance around, 
Becauſe this place is fgify ground. 
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When mortals are at reſt, | 
And ſnoring in their neſt ; 
Unheard and. uneſpy'd, 

Thro? key-holes we do glide ; 
Over tavles, ſtools, and ſhelves, 
We trip it with our fairy elves. 


And if the houſe be foul, 
With platter, difh, or bowl, 
Up ſtairs we nimbly creep, 
And find the ſluts aſleep; 
Then we pinch their arms and thighs : 
None us hears, and none us ſpies, 


Bat if the houſe be ſwep:, 
And from uncleanneſs kept, 
We praiſe the houſhold maid, 
And duly ſhe i: paid. 

Every night betore we go, 
We drop a teſter in her thoe, 


Then o'zr a muſhroom s head 
Our table-cloth we ſpread ; 

A grain of rye or wheat, 

The diet that weeat; 

Pearly drops of dew we driok, 
In acorn cups fili d to the brink, 


The brains of nightingales, 
With unctuous fat of mails, 
Between two cockles ſte uod, 
Is meat that's eas ly chew'd; 
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Tails of worms, and marrow of mice, "4 
Do make a fcalt that's wondrous nice, / 
The graſhopper, gnat, and fly, . 
Serve for our minſtrelſy; 1 
Grace ſaid we dance awhile, A 
And ſo the time beguile ; 

But if the moon doth hide her head, L 
The glow-worm lights us home to bed · A 
| O'er tops of dewy graſs 0 
| So nimbly we do paſs, * 
| The young and tender ſtalk = 
| Ne'er bends where we do walk ; 81 
Vet in the morning may be ſeen | 1 

Where we the night before have been. 
* lnb. -l — 
$ O N G. 1 
| Ome, gentle ſleep, and as 1 lie, Ot 
bob, bid the hours tread foftly by; * 
While in thy ſtill pavilion laid, ä Le 
] think upon the charming maid. In, 
Some mimick dream, on fancy's wing 11 
Light pois'd, command ſuch joys to bring, AI 


(Obedieat to thy milder ſway) 
As tyrant love deties by day. 


Come, ſweet ſeducers ! who reflore 
Sad exiles to their native ſhore ; 
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To bis proud hopes the courtier raiſe; 
And crown the youthful bard with bays, 
O, come ! laviſh all your art, 

To paint the miitreis of my heart: 

But, make the lovely phantom kind ; 
And bleis, While you deceive my mind, 


Like Egypt's queen, her charms diſplay ; 
And let me gwe the world away ! 

Or Juno like, let her be teen : 

(It Juno be fo bright a mien) 

When ſmiling ſoft with languid eyes, 
Within the chambers of the ſkies, 

She fondly tempts, to nuptial love, 

The mighty majeſty of jove, 


In the warm bluſh of virgin bloom, 
Conduct her to the bridal room 

Ye graces, there undreſs the fair ; 

Ye graces, loole her gather d hair! 
O come l and, while my raviſh'd view 
This pleaſing ſhadow [hail purſue, 
Let my reſemblance be convey'd, 
Indulgent, to the fleeping maid : 
That both our viſions may agree, 
And the chaſte charmer think on me} 


of \ 
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"Y Ome, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleature : 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 
May drink, and ſing, without controul, 
Jo ſupport our pleaſure, 


Thvs, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt :2on be 
Cuardian to our pleaſure ; 

That, under thy protection, we 
May enjoy new pieaſure: 

And, as the hours glide away, 

We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 

And fing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 
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Ome, lads, ne'er plague your heads 
With what is done in Spain, 
But leave to them. 
Who are ſupreme, 
To ſettle peace again: 


Debating, prating, jumbling, grumbling, | | 


Pays no nation's debt; 
Tis time mult clear it, 


No 
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Ja like claret, 
When it is an the fret. 


Each one ſhould mind his own, 
Not buſineſs of the ſtate: 
This al! we yet, 
By meddling yet, 
More troubles to create, 
Our wrangling, jangling, clam'ring, hammer ng, 
But diſturb the town; 
Such men ot mettle, 
In a keitle, 
Make two holes for one. 


If you the dangers knew 
Of thoſe that wear a crown, _ 
You'd ſcarce envy 
A (tate ſo high, 
But wiſely uſe your own : 
Uaſteady, giddy, buſy, dizzy, 
With the dazling height; 
Yet daily ſtooping, 
Alſo drooping 
Underneath the weight. 


Low iwains that range the plains, 
1 heir native treedom keep, 
Who yet command. 
With crook in hand, 
| Their faithful dog and . 
= Their leiſure, pleaſure. ſporting, courting, 


* — 
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None but time deceive; 
Whilſt Amaryllis, 
Jag and Phillis, 
Flow'ry garlands weave. 
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Ome let us drink, | Tl 
'Tis vain to think, Tt 

Like focls, on grief or ſadneſs; | 
Like our money fly, W. 
And our ſorrow die, Cu 

All worldly care is madneſs. Dr 
But wine and good chear, ES 
Will, in ſpite of our fear, 

Inſpire our hearts with mirth, boys: — 
The time we live K 
To wine let us give, : 

Since all muſt turn to earth, boys: 

9 


Hand about the bowl, 
The delight of my ſoul, 
And to my hand commend it; 
A fig for chink, 
'T was made to buy drink, 
And before we go hence we'll ſpend it. 


14 * 
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Ome, let's be merry, 
While we've good ſherry ; 
Come, let's be airy, 
Sprightly, and gay : 
Good wine's a pleaſure 
The only treaſure 
That makes us joyful, 
By night or day. 


Wine makes us jolly, 

Cures melancholly, 

Drowns all our folly, 
Makes our hearts glad; 

While we re poſſeſſing 

That glorious bleſſing, 

Good wine careſling, 
Let's not be ſad, 
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Ome, little Cupid, god of love, 
Fach tender paſſion gently move; 
With fondeſt withes, ſofteſt pain, 
Exert thy courted pleaſing reizn ; 
Alliſt this preſent new deſire, 
And gently fan the glowing fire, 


Then prune your ſilken wings an! bear 
Theſe ſounds to haughty Chloe's er; 
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Capricious fair one, lay aſide 
Your awkward coyaets, hateful pride: K 
For know, that now's the happy hour, 


That roving Damon owns your pow r. 225 
Then quickly ſaatch thy golden bow, of 
Accept the flame, receive th: vow ; 4 


Tell her I rage, I burn, I die, 
Don't tell her, boy, tis all a lie: 
Tell her, to-day if the'll not yield, 
To- morro Celia takes the field, 


rr 


Thi 
:at 
Ome, little infant, love me now, 8 
a While thine unſuſpected years 
Clear thine aged father's brow So, | 
From cold jealouly and fears. N 
? Cro' 
Pretty ſurely 'twere to ſee A 


By young love old ti ne beguil'd ; 
While our ſportings are as free 
As the nurſe's with the child. 


Common beauties Ray fifteen ; 
Such as yours (hould ſwitter nove; 
Whoſe fair bloſſoms are too green 
Yet for luſt, but not tor iove. 


Love as much the ſnowy lib, 
Or the wanton kid, does prize, 


- 
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As the luſty bull or ram, "A 
For his morning ſacrifice , 


Now then loye me: time may take 1 
Thee before thy time away: | 
Of this need well virtue make, 
And leara love before we may. 


So we win of doubtful fate; 
And if good to us (ſhe mant, 

vat good ſhould antedate, 

Or, if ill, that ill prevent. 


Thus as kingdoms, fruſtrating 
Other titles to their crown, 

in the cradle crown their king, 
So all foreign claims to drown; 
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80, to make all rivals vain, 
Now I crown thee with my love: 
Crown me with thy love again, 


And we both ſhall monarchs prove. | 
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Ain wou'd you eaſe ny tronbled heart, 
And by examples prove, 


That men unhurt may feel the dart, 
And bear the pain of love. 


Why ſhould not I then under go 
The gemral doom of all? 
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"Tis granted, moſt ſurvive the blow, 
Yet many by it fall, 


Your counſels may my thanks engage. 
But not my love controu! : 

Alas! ſuch juleps ne'er aſſwage 
This iever of the ſoul. 


Such to the burning patient give, 
When fate approaches nigh, 

Tell him that thouſands thro' it live, 
While he mult by it die. 
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1233 and mean's the accuſation, 

With which mea the fair aſperſe, 

Fools, they ſay, their darling paſſion, 
Women are to ſenſe averſe, 


Jove, adorn'd in ail his glory, 
Coy Antiope cou'd never move : 

A ſatyr's ſhipe, in the ſame Rory, 
Made the god ſucceſstul prove, 


But it was as towns are conquer 4. 
That t o much their ſoe deſpiſe; 
Secure, in ſcorn, they ſleep unguarded, 

So are taken by ſurprize. 


( 241 ) 
S ON G. 


| F all the mighty pow'rs above, 

Firſt Damon ſu'd to that of love, 
And fondly begg'd a nymph to find, 
Both fair and conſtant to his mind: 
The little god with waggiſh ear, 
Heard all, but granted half the pray'r ; 
A fair inconſtant Damon found, 


She chaia'd him faſt, then left him bound. 


In hopes his freedom to retrieve, 


Since charming Chloe cou'd deceive, 


Young Damon Bacchus n:xt addreft, 

And pray d to drive her from his breait; 
The jolly god the doſe app'y'd, 

But Damon's love its force defy'd : 

The more he drank, the more he found, 
That wine inftam'd, not heal'd his wound, 


To Phabus then he thus complains, 
With muſt-'s charms unbind my chains, 
Or make my Chloe faithiul prove ; 

For what can love reward, but love ? 
But in ſoft notes he try'd in vain 

To eaſe his mind, and ſooth his pain; 
For when the ſwain his lyre had ſtrung, 
He thought on Chloe whilit he jung. 


At laſt young Dimon try'd if Mars 
Wou'd take his love or life in wars; 
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But on the march, and in the fight, 

Falſe Chlo?2's ever in his ſight; 

with ſetter d art what can he do? 

His body's made a captive too: 

T hus doubly bound he makes his moan,. 
And begs relief of her alone, 


Call me not falſe, becanſe I ſtrove 

To cure my own, or fix thy love ; 

Ceaſe to be jealous of three gods, 

Since ſtill in ſpite of all the odds, 

My Chloe's charms more pow'rful prove, 
Than all the deities above, 

Your chains, with pleaſure, let me wear ; 
However thoſe of ſtate I bear. 
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Fall the recreat ions which 
Attend on human nature, 
There's none that's of ſo high a pitch, 
Or is of ſuch à ſtature, 
As is the ſubtle angler's life, 
In all men's approbation : 
For angler's tricks do daily mix 
In every corporation. 


Whilſt Eve and Adam liv'd in love, 
And had no cauſe of jangling, 

The devil did the waters move, 
The ſerpent went to angling: 


(- 2 )* 
He baits his hook with godlike look; 
Thought he this will entangle her, 
By this ye all may plainly ſee, 
That the devil was firſt an angler. 


Phyſicians, lawyers and divines, 
Are all moſt neat entanglers; 

And he that looketh fine, will find, 
That moſt of them are anglers: 

Whilſt grave divines do fith for ſouls, 
Phyſicians like curmudgeons, 

They bait with health; we fith for wealth, 
And lawyers fith for gudgeons. 


Upon the exchange, 'twixt twelve and one, 
Meets many a neat entangler : 
Mongſt merchantmen, not one in ten, . 
But what's a cunning angler; 
For like the fiſhes in the brook, 
Brother doth ſwallow brother: 
There's a golden bait hangs at the hook, 
And they fit for one another, 


A ſhopkeeper I next preers 

He's a formal man in black, Sir; 
He throws his angle -v'ry where, 

And cries, What is't you lack, Sir? 
Fine ſilks or ſtuffs, cravats or cuffs, 

But if a courtier proves th' entangler, 
My citizen muſt look to't then, 

Or the fiſh will catch the angler. 
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But there's no ſuch angling as a wench, 
Stark naked in the water ; 
She'll make you leave both trout and tench, 
And throw yourſelf in after, 
Your hook and line ſhe will confine ; 
Thus tangled is th* entangler ; 
Ard this, I fear, hath ſpoil'd the gear 
Of many a jovial angler, 


But if you'll trowl for a ſcrivener's ſoul, 
Caſt in a rich young gallant. H: 

To take a courtier by the poll, v 
Throw in a golden talent: 

But yet I fear the draught will ne er 


Compound for half the charge on't; * 
But if you'll catch the devil at ſtretch, = 
You malt bait him with a ſerjeant. *. 


Thus I have made my angler's trade 
o ſtand above defiance ; 

For, like the mathematic art, 
it runs thro” every ſcience. 


If with my anglicg ſong I can Th 
To mirth and pleaſure jeize you, 
I bait my hook with wit again, WW. 
And angle ſtill to pleaſe you, 
W. 

a 

18 

a 
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F all ſtatcs in life ſo various, 
Marriage ſure is moſt precarious ! 

' Tis a maze ſo ſtrangely winding, 

Still we are new mazes hading ; 

* Tis an action ſo ſevere, 

That nought but death can ſet us clear. 


Happy's the man from wedlock free, 

Who knows how to prize his liberty ; 
Were men wary 
How they marry, 

We ſhould not be by half ſo full of miſery. 
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F all the ſimple things we do 
To rub over a whimſical life, 

There's no one folly to true 

As that very bad bargain a wife ; 
We're juſt like a mouſe in a trap, 

Or vermin caughtina gin; 
We ſweat and fret, aud try to eſcape, 

And curle the fad hour we co ne iu. 


I gam'd, I drunk, I pl:y'd the fool, 
And a thouſand mad frolics more ; 

I rov'd and rang'd, deſpis'd all rule, 
But I never was murcy'd before: 
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This was the worſt plague could enſue; 1 
I'm mew'd in a ſwoaky houſe; 
I us'd to tope a bottle or two, | A 


But now 'tis ſmall beer with my ſpouſe, 


My dailing freedom crown'e my joys, 

And I never was vex'd in my way; N. 
If now I croſs her will, her voice 

Makes my lodging too hot tor my ſtay: 


Like a fox that is hamper'd, in vain Gi 
I fret at my heart and ſoul; T; 
Walk to and fro? the length of my chain, 
Then am forc'd to creep into my hole, A 


. Bu 
N | 


- F all the world's enjoyments Ar 
; That ever valu'd were, 
There's none of our employments 


With fiſhing can compare: Or 
Some preach, ſome write, Th 
Some ſwear, ſome fight, . 

All golden lucre courting; Ves 
But fiſhing ſtill a 
Bears off the bell, OY 


For profit or for ſporting. 
Then who a jolly fiſnerman, a kherman would be, 
His throat muſt wet, 
Juſt like his net, Mh 
To keep out cold at ſea. 


Id be, 
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The country *ſquire loves running 
A pack of well-mouth'd hounds ; 
Another fancies gunning 
For wild ducks in bis ground : 
This hunts, that fowls, 
This hawks, Dick bowls, 
No greater pleaſure wiſhing ; 
But Tom that tells 
What ſport excells, 
Gives all the praiſe to filhing, 
Then who, &:, 


A good Weſtphalia gammou 
Is counted dainty fare; 


-But what is that to ſalmon 


Juſt taken ſrom the ware? 
Wheat ears and quails, 
Cocks, ſnipes, and rails, 

Are priz'd while teaſon's Liting ; 
But all muſt ſtoop 
To craw-fifh foop, 

Or I've no ſkill in taſting, 

Thea who, &c, 


Keen hunters always take too 


Their prey with too much pains; | 


Nay, often break a neck too, 
A penance for no brains ; 
T hey run, they leap, 
Now high, now deep; 
Whilſt he that fiſuing chuſes, 
With eaſe may do't, 
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Nay more to boot, { 
May entertain the muſes. 
Then who, &c. ( 


And tho' ſome envious wranglers 
To jeer us will make bold, 
And laugh at patient anglers, 
| W ho ſtand ſo long i the cold: F 
They wait on mils, 

We wait on this, 

And think it eaſy labour; 
And if you'd know, 1 
Fiſh profits too, 

| Conſult our Holland neighbour, 

Then who, &c, 
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F Leinſter, fam'd for maidens fair, 5 
Bright Lucy was the grace; 

Nor e' er did Liffy's limpid ſtream 
þ Refle& ſo ſweet a face : 
Till luckleſs love, and pining care, 
Impaic'd her roſy hue; 
| Her coral lips, and damalk cheeks, 
And eyes of gloſſy blue. 


| Oh] have you ſeen a lilly pale, G 

| When beating rains deſcend ! 

So Eroop'd the flow conſuming maid, 
Her life now near its end. 


* 


* Ah Colin! give not her thy vows, 


( 249 ) 

By Lucy warn'd, of flattering ſwains 
Take heed, ye eaſy fair: 

Of vengeance due to broken vows, 

Ye perjur'd ſwains beware. 


Three times, all in the dead of night, 
A dell was heard to ring; 

And ſhrieking at her window thrice, 
The raven flapp'd his wing: 

Too well the love lorn maiden knew 
The ſolemn bodiag ſound : 

And thus, in dying words, beſpoke 
The virgins weeping round, 


] hear a voice you cannot hear, 
Which ſays 1 mult not ſtay; 

„ I ſee a hand you cannot ſee, 
«© Which beckons me away, 

« By a falſe heart, and broken vows, 
« [nearly youth I die; 

« Was I to blame, becauſe his bride 
„Was thrice as rich as I ? 


* Vows due to me alone; 
*© Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiſs, 
* Nor think him all thy owa. 
„To morrow in the church to wed, 
© Impatieat, both prepare; 
„% But know, fond maid, and know, falſe man, 
That Lucy will be there. 


„ Then bear my coarſe, my comrades, bear, 
This bridegtoom blythe to meet; 
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« Hein his wedding trim fo gay, 
„in my winding ſheet,” 

She ſpoke, ſhe dy'd; her coarſe was borne, 
The bridegroom blythe to mect ; 

Ile in his wedding trim fo gay, 
She in her winding-fkeet, 


Then what were perjur'd Collin's thoughts? 
How were thefe nuptials kept ? 

The brideſmen flock'd round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 

Conſuſion, thame, remorle, deſpair, 
At once his bolom ſwell: 

The damps of death bedew'd his brow ; 
He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell. 


From the vain bride (ah bride no more!) 
The varying crimſon fled, 
When ſtretch'd before her rival's coarſe, 
She ſaw ner huſband dead. 
Then to his Lucy's new-made grave, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains; 
One mold with her, between one fod, | 
For ever now remains. 


Oft at this grave the conſtant hind, 
And plighted maid are ſeen ; 
With garlands gay, and true-love knots, 
They deck the ſacred green. | 
But, ſwain, forbear, whoe er thou art, 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear : 
Remember Collin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him there, 
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*O F noble race was Shinken, 
Of the line of Oven Tudor; 

But hur renown is fled and gone, 

Since cruel love purſu'd hur. 


Fair Winny's eyes bright ſhimng, 
And lilly breaſt alluring, 

Poor Shinken's neart, with fatal dart, 
Have wounded, palt all curing. 


Hur was the prettieſt fellow, 
At foot-ball, or at cricket ; 

At hunting-chaſe, or priſon baſe, 
Cotſplut how hur could kick it. 


But now all joys are flying, 
All pale and wan hur checks too; 
Hur heart fo akes, hur quite forſakes 
Hur herrings and hur leeks too. 


No more muſt dear metheglin 
Be top'd at good Montgomery: 
And if love ſore ſmart one week more, - 
Adieu cream-cheeſe and flu:nmery. 
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O H how I languiſh! what a ſtrange, 
Unruly, fierce deſire! 
My ſpirits fee! ſome wond rous change, 
My heart is all on fire. 


Now all my wiſer thoughts, away; 
In vain your tale ye tell 

Of patient hopes, and dull delay; 
Love's foppiſh part, farewel. 


Suppoſe one week's delay would give 
All that my wiſhes move, 

Oh! who ſo long a time can live, 
Stretch d on the rack of love ? 


Her ſoul, perhars, is too ſublime 
To like ſuch flavith fear; 

Diſcretion, prudence, all is crime, 
If once condemn'd by her, 


When bonour does the ſoldier call 
Jo om unequal fight, 

Reſolv'd to conquer, or to fall, 
Before his gen'ral's ſight. 


Advanc'd the happy heroe lives; 
Or it ill tate denies, 

The noble raihnets heav'n forgives, 
And glcrioufly he dies. 


4 
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H' my treaſure, 
Crown my plealure ; 
Let this be the happy night; 
Bleſs, oh! bleſs me, 
Kinely preſs me, 
Let me die with dear delight, 


Leave this trembling, 
And diſſ-m bling, 

Lay afide all female art; 
Love's ſoft pleaſure, 
Beyond meaſure, 

Will atone for all its ſmart. 
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Man. MH fizht ! the mother of deſires, 
What charming ot je ds do'ſt thou yield! 

Tis ſweet, when tegious night expires, 

To ſee the roſy morning giid 

The mountain tops, and paint the fi:1d : 
Bat when Clorinda comes in ſig ht, 
She makes the ſummer's day more bright; 
And when ſhe goes away, tis night. 

Chorus, Whea fair Clorinda, &c, 


Wor. *Tis ſweet the bluſhing morn to view: 
And plains adorn'd with pearly dew; 
But ſuch cheap delights to ſee, 
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Heav*®n and nature 
Give each creature; 
They have eyes as we'l as we: 
This is the joy, all joys above, 
To ſee, to ſee, 
That on'y ſhe, 
That only the we love! 
Chorus, This is the joy, &. 


Man. And if we may diſcover 
What charms both nymph and lover, 
*Tis when the fair at mercy lies, 

With kind and am'rous anguilh, 
To ſigh, to look, to languiſh 
On each other's eyes ! 
Chorus of all. And if we may, 9 
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O H yes! oh yes! oh yes! I cry, 

Pray tell, you gentle ſwains hard by, 
If you a roving heart did ſee, 
Which lately took its flight from me. 


Some marks to know it I'lFexprefs, . 
It comes of loyal honeſt race, 

By nature kind and prone-to love, 
And conſtant as the turtie · dove. 


Upon the outſide of the ſame, 
You'll find the charming Damon's name, 
By love engrav'd, and plain to (how, 


From which freſu drops of blood do flow. 


* 
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Tis tender as ſoſt down can be, 
Or beauty in its infancy 
No wealth car make it e'er untrue, 
Such hearts as mine you'll find but few; 


That 'twas confin'd, I late was told, 
Amongtt the lambs in Cupid s fold; 
If ſo, pray lee“ that deity, 

And carry this refolve from me. 


Lf he'll reftore my heart again, 

I'll keep it from deceirs of men; 
From wily wi's and am'rous tongues, 
And all that to their ſex belongs, 


But if this heart he'll me refuſe, 
For 'tis a jewel few would loſe ; 
Pray-let him teil dear Daman this, 
And in exchange command me his. 


= +4 


u<+ +pn=<<4 >>> «<4 >>> <<< >a oÞo he 2 <he dn uhe Þie 


Ss. 0. MN. 6, 


O N a bank br ſide a willow, 
Heav'n her covering, earth her pillow, 
Sad Aminta ſigh'd alone, 
From the chearleis dawn of morning, 
Jill the dews of night returning, 
Singing, thus ſhe made her :x oan : 
Hope is baniſh'd, 
Jays are vaniſh'd, 
Damen, my beiov's is gone. 
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Time, I dare thee ro diſcover 
Such a youth, and ſuch a lover: 
Oh! ſo true, fo kind was he! 
Damon vas the pride of nature, 
Charming ia his ev'ry teature, 
Damen lud atone for me: ] 
Melting kiil-s, 
Murm'ring blitſes, 


Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we? 0 
Never ſhall we curſe the morning, 0 
Ne ver bleſs the night returning, 

Sweet embraces to reſtore; * 
Never ſhall we botii lie dying, 
Nature failing, love ſupplying F 


All the joys he Crain'd betcre : 

To befriend me, 

Death, come end me, ©] 
Love and Damon are no more, 
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0 * in our lives, 
Let us drink to our wives ; 


Tho? their numbers be but (mill; 
Heaven take the belt, 
And the devil the reſt, 
And ſo we ſhall get rid cf them all. 
To this hearty wiſh, 
Let cach man take his diſh, 
And drink, drink till he fall. 


1 
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Air Amoret is gone aſtray, 
Purſue, and ſeek her, ev'ry lover ; 
I'll tell the ſigns by which you may 
The wand'ring ſhepherdeſs diſcover, 


Coquet and coy at once her air, 

Both ſtudy'd, tho' both ſeem neglected : 
Careleſs ſhe is with artful care, 

Aſſecting to ſeem unaffected. 


With {kill her epes dart ev'ry glance, 
Yet change fo ſoon you'd ne'er ſuſpect em; 
For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by chance, 
Tho? certain aim and art direct them, 


She likes herſelf, yet others hates 
For that which in herſelt ſhe prizes; 
And while the laughs at them forgets 
b She is the thing that {he deſplſes. 
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Air, and ſoft, and gay, and young, 
F All charms, the play'd, ſhe danc's, the ſong 3 
There was no way to *icape the dart, 
No care cou'd guard à lover's heart. 
Ah way, crv'd I, aud drypt a tzar, 
Adoring, y:t d:ſpairing e'cr 
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To have her to myſelf alone; 
Was ſo much ſweetneis made ſor one? 


But growing bolder, in her ear 
I in ſoft numbers told my care: 
She heard, and rais'd me from her feet, 
and ſeem d to glow with equal beat. 
Like heav'n's, too mighty to exprels, 
My joys could be but known by gueſs ; 
Ah fool, ſaid I, what have I done, 
To wiſh her made for more than one ? 


But long I had not been in view, 
Before her eyes their beams withdrew : 
E'er I had reckon'd half her charms, 
She ſunk into another's arms. 
But ſhe that once cou'd faithleſs be, 
Will favour him no more than me: 
He too will find himlelf undone, 
And that {he was not made for one, 
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Nair Celia love pretended 

| And nam'd the myrtle bow'r, 

When Damon long attended 
Beyond the promis'd hour : 

At length impatient growing 
Of anxious expectation, 

His heart with rage o'crflowing, 
He vented thus his paſſion. 
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To all the ſex, deceitful, 
A long and laſt adieu, 
Since women prove ungratefu! 
As oft as men prove true, 
The pains they cauſe are many, 
And long and hard to bear, 
The joys they give (if any) 
Few, ſhort, and unſincere. 


But Celia now repeating 

Her breach of aſſignation, 
Arriv'd with eyes conſenting, 

And ſparkling inclination; 
Like Cytherea ſmilicg, 

She bluſh'd and laid his paſſion : 
The ſhepherd ceas'd reviling, 

And ſung this recantation. 


How engaging, how end:arinz, 
Is a lover's pains and care ! 
And what joys the nymph's appearing, 
After abſence or deſpair ! 
Women wiſe increafe deſiring, 
By contriving kind delays ; 
And advancing, or retiring, 
All they mean is more to pleaſe, 
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Air Celia ſhe is nice and coy, 
While ſhe holds che lucky lure 
R 2 
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Her repartees are piſh and fie, 
And you in vain purſue her, 


Stay but 'till her hand be out, 
And ſhe become your debtor ; 
Addreſs her then, and without doubt, 
You'll ſpeed a great deal better. 


'Tis the only way, 
When ſhe has loſt at play, 
'To purchaſe the courted favour ; 
Forgive the ſcore, 
And offer her more, 
I'll lay my life yon have her. 
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Air Celia's eyes give love to all, 
The nymph a goddeſs reigns ! 
All that durſt look, her victims fall, 
Yet ſhe unmov'd remains. 
While happy Strephon in her arms 
Secure, but envy'd, lies 
To him ſhe opens all her charms, 
To him unlocks, unlocks, 
Ualocks to him, unlocks her joys» 


So the pleas'd moon on Latmos lay 
With her Endymion ; 
Her light to all the gave away, 
Her Icve to him a one. 


To 


* 
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Raw, Cupid, draw, 
And make fair Silvia know 
The mighty pain 
Her ſuff'ring ſwain 
Does for her undergo. 
Convey thy dart 
Into her heart: 
And when ſhe's ſet on fire 
Do thou return 
And let her burn 
Like me in chaſte deſire, 


That, by experience ſhe 


May learn to pity me, 


Whene'er her eyes 
Do tyrannize 
O'er my captivity : 
Bat when in love 
We jointly move, 
And tenderly embrace, 
Like angels (h'nz 
And ſweetly join 
To one another's face. 
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Runk I was laſt night, that's poz, 
My wite began to ſcold; 
Say what I cou'd, tor my heart's blood, 
Her clack the would not hold, 


Thus her chat ſhe did begin, 
Is this your time of coming in ? 

The clock ſtrikes one, you'll be undone, 
It thus you lead your life, 


My dear, ſaid I, I can't deny, 
But what you ſay is true; 

do intend my lite to mend, 
Pray lend's the pot to ſpew... 


Fye, you fot, I ne%er can bear 
To rite thus ev'ry night; 
Tho' like 2 beaſt you never care 
M hat conſequence comes by't; 


The child and I m y ſtarve for you; 
We neither can have half our due ; 

With grief i find, you're ſo unkind, 
In time you'll break my heart: 


At that I ſmil'd, and ſaid, dear child, 
I believe you're in the wrong; 
But if't ſhould be your deſtiny, 
I'll ſing a merry ſong, 


M 
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Ulcy, vo mere miſpend your prime, 
But witely uſe the preient time, 
Nor truit a tuture day; 
In vain you think that lovely ſace, 
Agorn'd with every bloomiug grace, 
Will not in time decay, 


Obſerve the lillies in the field, 

T hat pleaſant ſcents and pro pects yield, 
How ſhort their beauty lalls 

How ſoon their vlooming waiteneſs fades, 

How ſoon they mourn unh drouping heads, 
Ia wiater's chilly blaits, 


Then to ſome youth thy charms reſign, 

(On! way the happy tate be mins) 
And kindiy crown his jo)s; 

If in your b oom you yield to love, 

The {wain will ever conliant prove, 
When age that bloom deitroys, 
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Uty and part of reaſon, 
Piead ltrong on the parents fide, 
W hich love ſuperior calls trea:on ; 
The ſlcong it mult bs obey'd 
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For now tho' I'm one of the gentry, 
My conſtancy falſhood repells ; 
For change in my heart is no entry, 


Still there my dear Peggy excels, 


<< C<EC<CCSSC<CSSSOSS<CCccEECSS 
N 8. 


Ach glance from Margaretta's eyes 
Can life or death diſpenſe, 
Whene'er ſhe frowns her lover dies, 
Her ſmiles recal departing ſenſe. 


If barely to behold can move 
i 0 ſuch a vaſt degree, 

O let my raptures ſtill improve, 
To taſte as well as ſee. 
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Cho herraviſh'd ear inclines 
Co thy traniporting ſong 3 
For thee, and for thy charming lines, 
She wiſhes to be young : 
Narciſſus ſhou'd nor be her choice, 
She'd leave his beauty for thy voice, 


Of all the muſes ſhe has known, 
She votes to them the bayes, 
Whoſe pipe is iweeter than her own, 
When ſhe the ſighs conveys 


( 265 ) 
Of ev'in tuneful Waller's heart, 
And thrills 'em out with all her art: 


Inrag'd, ſhe ſnatches from my tongue 
T he half repeated ſound, 
And greedily does it prolong 
To all the valleys round; 
Grown fonder now of Tunſtall's name, 
Than any other ſon of fame, 


Ah! if a ſhadow jealous grows, 
And envies ne thy praiſe, 
What teuds amongſt my fairer foes 
Will humble Clio raiſe ? 
They'll wonder where this Clio ſhines, 
Made ſo immortal by thy lines. 


Surpris'd to find the ſun burnt maid, 
Thy prailes renders vain, 

Stretch'd underneath a lonely thade, 
So un-olice ind plain: 

They'll fee thy fine ideas riſe 

From thy own wit, rot Clio's eyes, 


What ſprightly fancy does appear 
In every beauteous thought, 

The lover and the poet here 

| So gracetully are brought : 

How dull is the that does not chuſe 

A lover, with ſo ſoft a mule, 


'Tis by ſatyrick pnets told, 
The meccenary heart, 
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Unleſs they dip the point in gold, & 
Repels the baffled dart : 
But he, who will ſucceeu with miae, 1 


Mutt woo with verſe, inſtead of coin- 


Oh, zuuſtall! with thy art, 
Her ſoul bad fotten'd àt his prayer, 
It made like Clio's heart: 
Were I trausform'd into a tree, 
My liit'ning boughs would dance to thee. 


Had Phœbus charm'd his flying fair, . 
1 


If Ovid thus had tun'd his lyre, 
His Cælar had been kind: 
Thine will a gentler fate inſpire, 
It Cæſar's of my mind. 
If Ovid cou's have tung like thee, 
A A ſony had bought his liberty. 


M 
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Repos'd upon the muſes breaſt 
The happy T uaſtall lies: 
Thus Philomela builds her neſt 


Remote from vulgar eyes, I f 

Till ſhe reveals, by her ſweet voice, | 

The fav'rite bough ſhe makes her choice, On 
Beyond the reach of power, or chance, = 
Thy numbers will ſurvive : bs's 

Thy chains, thence, merit will advance, \ 

- And keep thy fame alive: If 1 
At worſt, but half of thee can fall; ; 


Thy verſe can never die at all. 
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Ak, Tunſta'l ! if the heavenly choir 
Does thy a ſſiſtance want, 
To raiſe th' angelick chorus higher, 
And thou art made a laint, 
Thy wit a legacy bellow, 
That I may ling thy name below, 


Ihy noble gift ſhall be repay'd, 
With interelt, at thy tomb ; 
My flowing tears and verſe Jil thed, 
To keep thy bayes in bloom; 
Thy mule a loadſtone then may be, 
And raiſe my flagging ſoul to thee, 
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E the uſe of words I knew, 
By my eyes to ſpeak I ſtrove ; 
Fondly ever fix'd on you, 
T hey ſo early ſaid, I love. 


from nurſe an mother fled; 

And to dear Vinella ran; 
One houſe held us, and one bed; 
Pugh, you cry, you're now a man, 


!s to be a man, a crime ? 
You'd be of another mind, 

If you weigh'd the worth of time, 
And how long you've to be kind, 


Once you wiſh'd the years wou'd fly, 
And bring on the teens apace : 


* ( 268 ) 
I too wiſh'd, but knew not why, 
Till I learnt it in your face, 


That you lov'd me you confeſs'd, 
When we us'd to kiſs and toy: 
If you will not grant the reſt, 
Oh that I were ſtill a boy! 


er e e 
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Nchanted by your voice and face, 
In pleaſing dreams I fainting lie: 

I bleed, fair nymph, I bleed apace, 

And oh! I laaguiſh! oh! I die! 


Sing, fair nymph, and let your eyes 
Upon your proſtrate ſhave be ſhed? 

An angel's face, an angel's voice, 
Whene'er they pleaſe can raiſe the dead. 
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Eturn, return, my lovely nymph, 
For ſummer's pleaſures now will fade: 
The trembling leaves begin to drop, 
All nature ſeems as it decay'd. 


Th harmonious nightingale's retir'd, 
Th' approach of wint'ry nights to moura : 


( 269 ) 
The lark forgets to mount the {ky : 
Ah ! lovely Celia, quick return, 


The bluſhing roſe's charms decay, 
The lilly droops its lovely head: 

Sweet winding Thames begins to ſwell, 
And viſit th' unfrequented mead. 


The ſhepherd's pipe neglected lies, 
The vallies now no more delight: 

Soſt pleaſing ſcenes of country life 
Have taken too their annual flight. 
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TY Ing, ring the bar bell of the world, 
Great Bacchus calls for wine : 
Halte, pierce the globe, its juices drain, 
To wi et him ere he dine, 


Have you not heard the bottle cluck, 
When firſt you have pour'd it forth? 

The globe ſhall cluck, as ſoon as tapp'd, 
To brood ſuch ſons of worth. 


When this world's cut, more worlds we'll have 
Who dare oppoſe the cal: ? 

If we had twice ten thouſand worlds, 
Ere night we'd drink them all, 


see, ſee how our drawer Atlas comes, 
His caſk upon hi: back: 


111 
Haſte ! drink and ſill, let's bouſe à Min, 
Till all our girdles crack. 


Apollo cry'd, let's drink amain, 

Leſt time ſhould go aſtray. 
Well make time drunk, the reſi repiy's, 
We Gous can make a day, 


Brave Hercules, who took the hint, 
Required time to drink, 

And made him gorge ſuch potions down, 
That time forgot to think, 


Vathinking time thus overcome, 

And nonplus'd in the vaſt, 
Diſſolv'd in the zthereal world, 
Sigh'd, languiſh'd, groan'd his laſt, 


Now time's no more, let's drink away ? 
Hang flinching, make no words; 

Like true born bacchanalian ſouls, 
We'll get as drunk as lords, 
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| Irls, be ſure, make man ſecure, 
Be never coy in carriage: 
Put on each grace and taking lure, 
And when he offers marriage, 
Make no refuſes, 
And faint excuſes, 


>- Þ 


ni 
But kiadly hug the proffer: 
Let inclination then prevail, 
A ſeeming ſlight may turn the ſcale, 
And. ſhe will die a maiden ſtale, 
That ever refuſes the offer. 
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Ive me but a friend and a glaſs, boys, 
el thew ye what ?ris to be gay: 
Jil not care a fig for a laſs, boys, 
Nor love my biitk youth away: 
Give me but an honeſt fellow, 
That's pleaſanter when he is mellow, 
We'll live twenty four hours a day. 
*Tis woman in chains does bind, boys, 
But *tis wine that makes us free: 
*Tis woman that makes us blind, boys, 
But wine makes us doubly ſee, 
The female is true to no man, 
Decceit is inherent in woman, 
* But none in a brimmer can be. 
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Ive me more love, or more diſdain, 
J The torrid or the frozen zone 
Brings equal eaſe unto my pain, 
The temperate affords me none; 


Either extream of love or hate, 
Is ſweeter than a calm eſtate, 


Give me a ſtorm, if it be love, 
Like Danae in a golden ſhow'r; 


I ſwim in pl-aſure, if it prove 
Diſdain, that torrent will devour 

My vultur hopes; and he's poſſeſt y 

Of heav'n, that's but from hell releas'd. 

Then crown my joys, or cure my pain; 7 


Give me more love, or more diſdain. 


P e 


Tie Maids Reguesh, » 
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Lide ſwiftly on, thou ſilver ſtream, Ar 
Purſue the lad I love: 

In gentle murmurs tell my flame, As 

And try his heart to move. | 

So may thy banks be always green. 2 

Thy channel never dry: ; 

If e'er thy ſpring be failing ſeen, Ry 

My tears ſhall that ſupply. . 

May gilded carps thy ſurface ſxim, Wit 

In place of uſcleis weeds ; A 

May painted flow'rs adorn thy brim, Th: 

Aud Fnots of bended reeds, 7 
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(3-7 mos that drone of a god, 
And father of all the divine, 

Still govern'd the world with a nod, 
Yet fancy'd briſk women and wine; 

And when he was whimſical grown, 
By ſipping his plentiful vow], 

Then trankly the truth he would own, 
That a wench was the joy of his ſoul, 


= Great Jupiter, like his old dad, 

To love and a bottle inclin'd, 
When mellow, was conſtantly glad 

To find a plump girl to his mind; 
And then, as the ſtory is told, 

He'd conjure himſelf in her arms; 
As once in a {ſhower of gold 

He rifled fair Danae's charms. 


Stern Mars, the great god of the field, 
All day tho! deitghring in blood, 

At night his fierce godinip would yield 
To beauty and wine that was good; 

With nectar he'd cheriſn his heart, 
And raiſe up his wanton deſires, 

Then to Venus, his darling, impart 
The warmth of his amorous fires. 


Apollo, the patron of bays, 


Ls Shak Full goblets would merrily drain, 
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And fing forth poetical lays, 
When the fumes had got in his brain: 
But till as he whimfical grew, 
By toping the juice of the vine, 
To Parnaſſus daily he flew, 
To kiſs the all muſical nine. 


Sly. Mercury too, like the reſt, 
Made wenching and wine his delight, 
And thought himſelf perfectly bleſt 
With a hottle and miſtreſs at night: 
No wonder debauches he lov'd, 
And cheating his pleaſure he made, 
For the gods have ev'ry one prov'd 
That pimping was always his trade. 


Plump Bacchus, that tun-belly'd ſor, 
His thirſt could but ſeldom allay, 
Till a{tride on a hogſhead he got, 
Ard drunk all the liquor away : 
As long as upright he could fir, 
He'd ſtrenuouſly bellow for more; 
When drunk, then the veſſel would quit, 
And reel to ſome bacchanal whore. 
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O N a bank of flowers in a ſummer's day, 
| Inviting, and undreſt, 
In her bloom of years bright Celia lay, 
With love and ſleep oppreſt; 


* 
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When a youthful fwain, with admiring eyes, 
Wiſh'd he durſt the fair maid furprizz, 
With a fa, Ia, la, &c. 
But fear d approachiag ſpies. 


As he gaz'd, a gentle breeze aroſe, 
That fann'd her robes aſide, 
And the fleepiag nymph did the charms diiclole, 
Which waking ſhe would hide: Thigh. 
Then his breath grew ſhort, and his heart beat 
He long'd to touch what he chanc'd to fpy, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But durſt not ſtill draw nigh. 


All amaz'd he ſtood, with her beauties fir'd, 
And bleſfs'd the courteous wind; 

Then in whiſpers figh'd, and the gods defir'd, 
That Celia might be kind : 

When with hope grown bold, he advanc'd amaia, 

But ſhe laugh'd aloud in a dream, and again, 
With a fa, la, la, &c, 

R:pell'd the tim'rous fwain, 


Yet when once deſire has inflam'd the ſoul, 
All modeſt doubts withdraw; 
And the god of love does each fear controul, 
That would the lover awe, 
Shall a prize like this, ſays the vent'rous boy, 
*Scape, and I not the means employ ? 
With a fa, la, la, &c, 
To ſeize the proffer'd joy? 
Here the growing youth, to relieve his pain, 
The flumb'ring maid careſs'd ; 
S 2 
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And with trembling hands (O the ſimple ſwain !) 
Her ſnowy boſom preſt ; 
When the virgin wak'd, and affrighted flew, 
Yet look'd as wiſhing he would purſue, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But Damon miſs'd his cue. 


Now repenting that he had let her fly, 
Himſelf he thus accus d; 
What dull and ſtupid thing was I, 
That ſuch a chance abus'd ? 
To thy ſhame, 'twill ſoon on the plain be ſaid, 
Damon a virgin aſleep betray'd, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
Yet let her go a maid. 
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O N a graſſy pillow 
The youthful Myrtillo 
Tranſported was laid ; 
In his ara a creature, 
Whoſe every feature 
For conqueſt was made ; 
To his fide he claſp'd her, 
And fondly graſp'd her, 
While ſhe cry'd, O! dear, 
O! dear Myrtillo, 
Had I known your will-o, 
I'd never come here, 


Streams gently flowing, 
And zepbyrs blowing 
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Ambroſial breeze; 
A ſwain admiring, 
And all conſpiring 

The charmer to pleaſe : 
The dear nymph complying, 
No more denying, 

A ſilent grove; 
O bleſt Myrtillo, 
You may if you will o, 

Be as happy as jove. 


Now, the devil's in it, 
It ſuch a minute 

T he ſhepherd could Joſe: 
No, no, Myrtillo 
Has, better ſkill o, 

His moments to chuſe. 
The delightful treaſure 
Ot love and pleaſure, 

He boldiy feiz'd ; 
Aud young Myrrtillo, 
He had his frll-o 

Of what he pleas'd. 
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O N every hill, in every grove, 
Along the mar in of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes oi tormer love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme: 
The hills, the groves, th: ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in yain, 


E 
Now to the moſſy cave I fly, 
Where to my ſwain Loft have ſang, 
Well pleas'd the browz'ny goats to ſpy, 
As o'er the airy iteep they bung. 
The moſly cave, the goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now thro” the rambling vale I pals, 
And ſigh to fee the well known thade. 
I weep, and kiſs the bending grass, 
Where love and Damon fondly play'd. 
The vale, the ſhade. the grafts remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 


From hill, from dale, each charm is flzd, 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleale no more, 
Each flower in pity droops its head, 
All nature does my loſs deplore. 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon {ill I ſeek in vain, 


KECT-TAT IV: E. 
Love, the greateſt bliſs below, 
How to taſte, few women know; 
Fewer ſtill the way have hit 
How a fickle ſwain to quit. 
Simple nymph, then learn of me, 
How to treat inconſtancy. 


F 
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O the bank of a river ſo deep, 
Whole waters glide ſilently on, 

Sad Roſalind ſat down to weep, 

For Damon, her lover, was gone : 
The fairelt and faithfulleſt ſhe, 

Of all that tripp'd over the plains ; 
But alas! the moſt fickle was he, | 2; 

Among all the ſhepherds and ſwains, 


Down each cheek ran her tears in a ſtream : 
All his vows are iorgotten, ſhe cries, 
Re garded no more than a dream, 
Tho! for him this fond ſhepherdeſs dies: 
He's gone, the falſe creature is gone, 
To deceive tome freſh nymph of the plain, 
Whoſe fate will, like mine, be to moan 
The loſs of a perjured ſwain. 


Beware, you bright maidens, beware, 
If my treacherous ſhepherd you meet, 
For alas! he's bewitchingly fair; 
When he ſpeaks, there's no maſic fo ſweet : 
As the ſpring he is blooming and gay, 
As the ſummer delightiome and kind 
But believe not one word he can ſay, 
For he's falſe as the wavering wind, 


Fooliſh maid ! whillt I thought he was true, 
I ſent up no looks to the ſk ĩes; 

All the ſunſhine or gloom that I knew, 

Was the gloom or the thine of his eyes. 
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Ije alone was my joy and my care, 
I wiſh'd for no heaven above; 
No ſorrow, no pain could J fear, 

No hell, but the loſs of his love. 


How fondly endearing was he, 
Till I granted whitefer he defir'd ? 
But, young virgins, take warning by me, 
For his flame from that moment expir'd. 
Now 1 ne'er ſhall embrace him again, 
He, ungrateful, is flown from my arms; 
Far away, o'er the flowery plain, 
And deſpiſes theſe ſullied charms, 


Sure the gods have ſome vengeance in tore, 
For the breach of thoſe vows that he made, 
Tho? by him they're remember'd no more, 
Than the wretch who by them was betray'd. 
But forgive him, ye pow'rs above, 
' Tho! he's falſe, bring no harm on his head: 
But crown him with beauty and love; 


Long after poor Roſalind's dead, 


Thus ſhe mourn'd : what a ſcene all around 

The birds flag their wings at her ſighs, 
The valleys her ſorrows reſound, 

And the ſtream ſhews her blubbered eyes: 
All nature takes part in her woe, 

A black cloud o'er the heaven is ſpread, 
The winds have forgotten to blow, 
And the willows bend over her head. 
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